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T O T H E 



QUEEN. 



Madam, 

THE notice, your Majesty has 
condcfcended to take of the fol- 
lowing Tragedy^ emboldens me 
to lay it, in the humbleft manner, at 
your Majesty's feet And to whom 
can this illuftrious Carthaginian fo pro- 
' perly fly for protection, as to a Queen, 
who commands the hearts of a people t 
more powerful at fea than Carthage? 
more nourifhing in commerce than thole 
frji merchants ? more fecure againft con- 
B 2 gueft? 
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DEDICATIO N. 

queft ? and, under a Monarchy, more free 
than a Commonwealth itfelf ? 

I dare not, nor indeed need I, here 
attempt a charadter where both the great 
and the amiable qualities mine forth in 
full perfection. All words are faint to 
fpeak what is univerfally felt, and ac- 
knowledged, by a happy people. Permit 
me therefore only to fubfcribe myfelfj 
with the trueft zeal and veneration, 

Madam, 
Tour Majesty's 
Moji humble, 

Mofi dutiful, 

And mojl devoted 

Servant, 

James Thomson. 
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PREFACE. 



IT i* net my intention, in ibis preface, to defend any faults 
thai may it fauna" in the following piece, lam afraid 
there art tat many ; But tbefe who art hi ft able to dif- 
tover, will it mofi ready to pardon tbtm. They alont 
know hum difficult an undertaking tit writing of a tra' 
tfdy it : and toil ii afirft attempt . 

I btg leave vmiy it mention tbt reafon that determined 
mi to make choice of tbiifnejeH. What f 'leafed me par- 
ticularly, tbt' perhaps it will not be leaji liable to oh- 
jeSion laitb ordinary readers, iaai the great Jimplicity 
of the flory. It ii one, regular, and uniform, not charged 
oiitb a multiplicity of incidents, and yet affording feverol ■ 
revolution! of fortune ; bj which the pajfions may he ex- 
cited, varied, and driven to tbeir full tumult of emotion. 

Ibis unity of defign was always fought after, and ad' 
mired by the ancients ; and the mofi eminent among the 
modern*, who tmderflood their writing*, have ebojea to 
imitate them in this, from art intire convtHion that the 
r/ofsn afit mafi bold good in all age*. And here allow Ml 
totTanjlateaPajfttgcfrom the celebrated Monfieur Racine, 
•uibhh contains all that 1 bame to fay on this bead. 

" We mufi not fancy that thi* rule has »« otbtr founda- 
" tm but tbt caprice oftbofe wbo made it. Nothing tan 
" Inch ui in tragedy, hut •what is probable. And what 
" probability is there, that, in one Day, jhould happen a 
" multitude of things, which could fcarct happen in federal 
" Weeks ? There are feme who think that this fimplicity it 
" * mark of barrennefi of invention. But they do not 
" anjider, that, on the tonlraiy, invention eenfifts if 
B j " making 
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PREFACE. 

" miiingfometbing out of nothing : and that this huiilU 
" of incidents has always bttn the refuge of Poets, tuba 
' ' did not find in thtir geniui titter riebnifs or force enough 
" to engage their ffvclaters, for five ails together, by a 
" fimple aHion, fupported by the violence of fajfiont, the 
" beauty of fentimtntt, and the notlencfs of expreJfien."-~ 
J would not be underfilled to mean that all tbifi things art 
tohtfoundin my performance ; J enlyj&ew the trader what 
J aimed at, and baW I would have pleafed him, bad it 
hem in my power. 

A tt the tbaracler ef Sophonifta ; in drawing it, I 
have tenfintd tnyfelf to the truth of biftory. It mitre am 
affront to tht ege,tofuppofe fucha chura&er out of nature ; 
officially in a country •which bat produced Jo many great 
txamp/tt «f public Jpirit and heroic mrtues t even in the 
ftfierfex : and I had deflroyed her character intirtly, bad 
J not maritd it with that firong love to htr country, dif- 
dain offerviludt, and inborn averfion to the Romans, by 
nvbich all hijloriam have difiiitguijbid her. Nor ought htr 
marrying Mafiniilii, nubile her former husband utiat fiiil 
alive, to it reckoned a blemijb in her charaBtr. For, Sy 
tbt laws both of Rome and Carthage, tbt captivity of 
tbt Husband dffolved the marriage of courft ; at among 
Hi impotence, or adultery ; not to mention the reafim of a 
mora! and public nature, which I have put into her rnun 
mouth in t at feint betwixt her and Syphax. 

This is ail I have tofayeftheplayitfelf. But 1 cannot 
conclude without owning my obligations to tbofe concerned in 
tbt reprtjintetion. Thty have indeed done me more than 
iuftlte. Ifba lever was defined at amiable and engaging 
in Ml£in&& Jbinei out in iWj-.Wilks'j aSion. Mri.Oldfidd, 
in tht character of Sophonifba, has excelled what, even 
in the fendncfi of an author, I could either wijb or imagine. 
Tbt gract, dignity, end happy variety of her aSion have 
teen univerfaliy applauded, end are truly admirable. 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

By iFRIEND, 
Spoken by Mr. WILLIAMS. 

WHEN Learning, after the long Gothic night. 
Fair, o'er the •wefltrn -world, rtvewd itl\ht, 
With art! arifing Sophonifba reft .' 
The tragic au ft, returning, •wept her tvoet. 
With her tb'lv&vafcfntftrft learn'dtoglovi l '* 
And tktfirft Tears for her -wire taught tefiaia. 
Her iharmt the Gallic mufti next infpir'di 
Corncillc bimftff fanx, •wander' i, and •was fir' A. 

What foreign theatres with pride have jhev/n; 
Britain, by suffer titlt, makes btr rnun. 
Wb*n Freedom is tbt ceiift, 'tis hers to fight % 
Andbtrt, tubm Frnd;m it the theme, to -write. 
Far this a BiitiDi Author bids again 
Ibe heroine rife, te gract tbt Briiiifc feme. 
Hire, at in lift, fit hreathtt her genuine float I 
She asks ivbat hofem hat net felt the fame t 
Aikt of the Britifti Vouib — hfilemti there f 
She darts to mi it ef the Brttilh Pair. 

To night, ear hamt-fpun muthtr would bt true, 
At end, te nature, hifttrj, and jam. 
Well-pleat 1 '4 It givt our neighbours due applauft. 
He mum their learning, batdifdains their Lift. 
Not tt hit patient touch, or b.ippt fame, 
'Tit to bit Britifti heart he trufis for fame. 
If France exttlhimin ontfttt-bern thought, 
the man, asietllas pert, it in fault. 

Nature [ informer of the poet's art,- 
Whofe force alone can raift or melt tbt heart. 
Then art his guide i each pnfftan, every line, 
Whatt'er be drains topleaft muft all, h: thine. 
Be thou his judge ; in every cutuiid breafi, 
TbjfilM txbifptr IS tbtfacrtdttfi. 
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The Ferfbns reprefeiited. 



Ma s i s i ss a , King of M*0ia y 

Na&va, Friend to Mafaijfe, 
Scifio, the Rtmo* General, 

I.vei.ius, his Lieutenant, 

SOPHOHISBA, 

Pboenisia, her Friend, , 



'Vb, With. 

Mr. MA. 
Mr. £<>**-«. 
Mr. William* 
Mr. Bridgv/attri 

Mrs. 0/4&&. 
. Mrs. Rtbtrti, 



Mefienger, Slave, Guards, and Atcndanb. 
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SOPHONISBA. 

A 

T RAGED Y. 

ACT I.* SCENE K 

SOPHONISBA, PhOENISSA* * 
SOFHONISBX. 

THIS iiour, Pbcmije,, this important hour,, 
Or fixes me a queen, or from a throne 
Throws Sepfonifoa into Roman chains.. 
Detefted thought [ For now his utmoft force 
Collected, defperate, diftrefs'd,. and fore 
Prom battles loft ; with all the rage of war,. 
Hi-fated Sjpbax his laft effort makes. 

Sue fay, thou partner of my hopes and fears,. 
Sb&nifa, fay >. while,, from, the lofty tower,, 

B. J Omr 
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io SOPHONISBA. 

Our draining eyes the field of battle fought, 
Ah, thought you not that our tfumiiian troops 
Gave up the bloody field, and fcattering fled, 
Wild o'er the hills, from the rapacious fans 
Of Hill triumphant Rome ? 

Pkobnissa. 

Perhaps they wheel' d,. 
As is their cuflom, to return more fierce. 
Diilruft not Fortune, while you yet may hope;. 
And think not, madam, Sypbax can refigrt, 
But with his ebbing life, in this laft field. 
At once a kingdom, and a queen he loves 
Beyond ambition's brighteft wilh ; for whom,. 
Nor mov'd by threats, norboiind by plighted faith,. 
He fcorn'd the Roman friendirtip {that fair name 
For flavery) and from th' engagements broke 
Of Stifh, fam'd for every winning art. 
The towering Genius of recover'd Rome. 

SOf HOtilSE*. 

Oh name him not I Thefe Remain ftir my blood 
To'too much rage. I cannot bear the fortune 
Of that proud people. — Said yon not,' Pbanijfa, 
That Sypbax lov'd me; which, would fire his foul*. 
Aud urge him on to death or conqueil ? True, 
He loves me with the madnefs of deiire ; 
His every paJTion is a (lave to love s 
Nor heeds he danger where I bid him go, 
Nor leagues, nor intercft. Hence thefe endlefs wars, 
Thefe ravag'd couatries , thefe fuccefslefs fights, 

Saitaio'd 
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SOPHONISBA. 

Suffain'd for Canbagt j whofe defence alone, 
Not love, engag'd my marriage- vows with his. 
But know you not, that in the Roman camp 
I have a lover too ; a gallant, brave. 
And dilappointed lover, full of wrath* 
Returning to a kingdom, whence the fword 
Of Sjpbsx drove him 1 

Pboekiss*. 

Mefiniffa t 
SoPHOMISBit. 

He: 
Young Mafinife, the JM^AWking, 
The firft addrefler of my youth j for whom 
My bofom felt a fond beginning wifh, 
Extinguifli'd foon ; when once by Stipia'x art* 
Won over, he became the flave of Raw. 
E'er fince, my heart has held him. in contempt ; 
And thrown out each idea of ha worth, 
That there began to grow ; nay had it been 
As much enthrall'd, and foft, as her's who fits 
In fecret (hades, or by the falling ftrearo. 
And waftes her being in oauttet'ipaogs, 
1 would have broke, or cur'd it of its fondheb. 

Phoenissa. 
Heroic Sepbonifia t 

SOFttONISBA. 

NO, ?bamff*\ 

It is not for the daughter of great Afdrvbul, 
Defeended from a long illuftrious line 
B 6 
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12 SOPHGNISBA. 

Of Carthaginian heroes, who have oft 

Fill'd Italy with terror and difmay, 

And (hook the walls of Rome, to pine in love. 

Like a deluded maid ; to give her life, 

And heart high-bearing in her country's C6ufe„ 

To mean domeftic cares, and idle joys, 

Much lefs to one who Itoops his neck to Retxt t 

An enemy xo-Canbagt, Mafi*iffa\ 

PfioENIBSA. 

Think not I mean, to check that glorious flame,. 
That juft ambition which exalts your foul. 
Glows on your cheek, and lightens in your eye. 
Yet would he had been yourv thisrifing prince I" 
For, truft me) Fame is fond of Mafiniffa. 
His courage, conduct,, deep-experiene'd youths 
And vaft unbroken fpirit in diArefs, 
Still riling Stronger from the laft defeat, 
Are all the talk and terror too of J/ric. 

Who has not heard the flory of his woes ? 
How hard he came to his paternal realm : 
Whence foon by Sypiax' unrelenting hate,. 
And jealous Carthage driven, htfwithafew 
Fled, to the mountains. Then, 1 think, a- was,, 
Hem'd in a circle of impending rocks, 
That aU his followers fell, fave fifty horft; 
Who, thence efcap'd thro' fecret paths abrupt,. 
Gain'd the Clapean plain. There overtook, 
And urg'd by fierce furrounding foes, he burft 
With, four alone, fere wounded, thro' their ranks, 
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SO P H O N I S B A. 

And all amid ft a deep- fwoln torrent plung'd. 
Seiz'd with the whirling gulph, two funk ; and two, 
With him obliquely hurried down the ftream. 
Swam to the iarther more. Th' aftoniflVd foes 
Stood check'd and fhiveringon the gloomy brink, 
And deem'd him loft in the devouring flood. 
Mean time the dauntlefs, undefpairing youth. 
Lay- in a cave conceal'd ; curing his wounds 
With mountain-herbs, and on his horfes fed : 
Nor here, even at the loweft ebb of life, 
Stoop' d hit afpiring mind. What need I lay. 
How once again reftor'd, and once again 
Expell'd, among the Guramanlian hills 
He fince has wandeiM, till the Reman arm 
Reviv'd his caufe i and who Shall reign alone r 
Syfbax or he, this day decides. 

SOFHONISIA. 

Enough. 

Thou need 'ft not blazon- thus his fame, Pbamjfa 
Were he as glorious as the pride of woman 
Could wiftf, in all her wantonnefs of thought ; 
The joy of humankind j wife, valiant, good; 
With every praife, with every laurel crowa'd ; 
The warriour's wonder, and the virgin's figh : 
Yet this would cloud him o'er, this blemifli all. 
His mean fubmiffion to the Roman yoke i 
That, falfe to. Carthage, Afiit, and himfclf. 
With proferr" d hand and knee, he hither led 
Tkl4 ravagers of earth.— But while we talk, 
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X4 SOPHONISBA, 

The work of fate goes on ; even now perhaps 
My dying country bleeds in every vein. 
And the proud vifloi thunders at our gate. 



SoPHONISBA, Phobnissa, audit f£w» * MisseH- 
ge.r fitm tbt Baitlt. 

So r hon [SB a. 
Hal Whence art thouf Speak, tho' thy bleeding 

wounds 
Might well excufe thy tongue. 

Missengi*. 

Madam efcap'd, 
From yon care field, alas I I come 

SOPHONISBA. 

No more; 
At once thy meaning flames o'er my foul. 
Oh all my vanifli'd hopes ! oh fatal chance 
Of undifcerning war ! — And is all 16ft i 
An universal ruin ? 

Messenger- 

Madam, all; 
Of all <« nameroas hoft fcarce one is aired. - 
The King— 

SoFHONISBA* 

Ah! what of him? 



SOPHONISBA. i 

His fiery Seed, 
By Majinija, the Majftkan prince, 
Pierc'd, threw him headlong to his cluttering foes ; 
And now he comes in chains. 

Sofbomisb-a. 

Oh worfi of ills ! 
Abfolute gods I All Afrit is in chains J 
The weeping world in chains I — Oh it there not 
A time, a righteous time, referv'd in fate,. 
When thefe oppreffors- of mankind ihail feel. 
The miferies they give j and blindly fight 
For their own fetters too ?— The conquering troops,. 
How points their motion \ 

MaiiBtrcEH. 

At my heels they came, 
Loud-ihouting, dreadful in a cloud of duft, 
By Mafwffa headed. 

SomOKtsBJi. 
Hark ! arriv'dv 
The murmuring croud rolls frighted to the palace. 

Thou bleed' ft to death poor faithful wretch, away, 
And dreis thy wounds, if life be worth thy care j 
Ttio' Rome, methinks, will lofe a Have in thee. 
Would Sspbomjha were as near the verge 
Of boundlefs, and immortal liberty ! 
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SCENE III. 

SOPHOINSBA, PhOUHJSSa. 

{Jfitr * Pa*fi.\ 

SoFHONISBA. 

And wherefore not i When liberty is loft. 

Let abjeft cowards live ; but in the brave 

It were a treachery to thcmfelves, enough. 

To merit chain. And is it fit for me. 

Who in ray veins, from Afdrubel deriy'd. 

Hold Carthaginian enmity to Rami j 

Who fold my joylefs youth to Sjpbax' arm»„ 

For her deftmction ; is it fit for me 

To fit in feeble grief, and trembling wait 

Th* approaching victor's rage] referv'd in chains 

To grace his triumph, and become the fcorn 

Of every Roman dame— Gods ! how my foul 

Difdains the thought I This, this (hall fet it free. 

\Qgtrs to flab htrfilf.\ 
Phoinjsia. 
Hold, SefboniJ&a, hold I my friend t my queen ! 
For whom alone I live ! hold your rafli hand, 
Nor thro' your guardian boibm flab your country. 
That is our laft refort, and always fure. . 
The gracious gods are liberal of death ; 
To that laft,blemng lend a thoutand ways. 
Think not Fd have you live to drag a chain. 

And 
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And walk the triumph of infultmg Xtmt. 
No, by theft tears of loyalty and love I 
K*re I beheld ft> vile a fight, due hand 
Should urge the faithful ponyard to your heart. 
And glory in the deed, But, while hope livee. 
Let not the generous dte. 'Tie late before 
The brave defpair. 

$4FBOIM»A. 

Thou copy of my foul t 
And now my friend indeed ! Shew me but bops,, 
One glimpfe of hope, and I'll renew my toib, 

Call patience, labour, fortitude again. 
The vext unjoyoua day, and fleeplefs night i 
Nor fhrink at danger, any fhape of death, 
Shew -me the fmalleil hope F Alas, Pbeenij/k, 
Too fondly confident I Hope lives not here, 
Fled with her After Liberty beyond 
. The Garamaniiun hills, to fome Iteep wild. 
Some undifcover'd country, where die foot 
Of Raman cannot come. 

pBOmiMA, 

Yes, there (he Uy'd 
With Mafinijfa wounded and forlorn, 
Amidft the ferpenU hifs, and tigers yell. — 

SoPhokisba. 
Why nam 'ft thou him ? 

Phoeriiia. 

Madam, in this forgive 
My forward zeal j (rem him proceeds our hope. 
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He lov'd you once ; nor is your form impair' d. 
Time has matin 'A it into ftronger charms : 
Alk his protection from the Roman power,. 
You mnft prevail ; for Sopbenijha fure 
From Mafioiffa cannot alk in rain. 

SoFHONJSBA. 

Now, by the prompting Genius of my country F 
I thank thee for the thought. True, there is pain 
Ev'n iodcfcending thus to beg protection 
From that degenerate youth. Bat, oh 1 for thee. 
My finking country, and again to gaul 
This hated Rami, what would I not endure ) 
It mail be done, Pbanifa ; tho' dUguft 
Hold back my ftruggiing heart, it fhall be done. 

fiat nark ; they come j in this disordered tumult 
It fits not Sopbonijba to be teen, 
I'll wait a calmer hour.— Let us retire. 



SCENE IV. 

M *S I K IS s a, Syphaii's Chains, N a a V A, 
Guards, Sec 

StpbaX. 
Is mere no dungeon in this city, dark, 
As is my troubled foul j That thus I'm brought 
To my own palace, to thofe rooms of Hate, 

Wont 
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SOPH ON I S B A. 19 

Wont in another manner to receive me. 
With other figns of royalty than thefe. 

(looking M hit ehaini.) 
Masinissa. 

I will not wound thea, nor infult thee, Sypb*x r 
With a recital of thy tyrant crimes. 
A captive here I fee thee, fallen below 
My molt revengeful wittt ; and all the rage, 
The noble fury that this morn mflam'd me. 
Is funk to foft compaffion. In the field. 
The perilous front of war, there it the fcene 
1 Of brave revenge ; and I have fought tbee there. 
Keen aa the wounded lyon feeks his foe. 
But when a broken enemy, difarm'd, 
And helplefs lies ; a falling fword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As infant foftnefs, then becomes the brave. 

Believe it, Sypbax, my relenting foul 
Melts at thy fate. 

SyphaX. 
This, this, is all I dread. 
All I deteft, this infolence refin'd. 
This affectation of fuperior goodnefs. 
Pitied by thee! — Is there a form of death, 
Of torture, and of infamy like that 1 
Ye partial gods, to whathave you debas'd me r 
I feel your worfl ; why mould I fear you more ? 

Hear me, vain youth ! take notice —I abhor 
Thy mercy, loath it.— Ufe me like a flave t 
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£tf SOPHONISBA. 

At I would thee, (delicious thought I) wert thou 
Here crouching in my power. 

Masihisia. 

Outrageous man f 
Thou ean'ft not drive me, by thy bittorcG rags 
To an unmanly deed; not all thy wrongs, 
Can force my patient fool to ftain its virtue, 

Stfhax. 
I cannot wrong thee. When we drive the fpear 
Into the monitor's heart, to crulh the fcrpent ; 
Can that be call'd a wrong f 'Tw fclf-dcfence. 

Maiimiha. 
I^n loth to hurt thee more.— The tyrant worki 
Too fierce already in thy rankled hreaft. 
But fince thou fcem'ft to rank me with thy ielf. 
With great deftroyers, with perfidious kings ; 
I muft reply to thy licentious tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whofe accuried iVord 
Began this work of death ; who broke the ties* 
The holy ties, attefted by the gods, 
Which bind the nations in the bond of peace j 
Who meanly took advantage of my youth, 
UnfkiU'd ia arms, unfcttled on my throne. 
And drove me to the defart, there to dwell 
With kinder mongers ; who my cities fack'd, 
My country pillag'd, and my iubjefts murder'd £ 
Who dill purfu'd me with inveterate hate, 
When open force prov'd vain, with ruffian arts, 
The villain's dagger, bafe aflajinatioa. 



SOPHONISBA. at 

And for no reafbn all . Brute violence 
Alone thy plea. — What the leaft provocation. 
Say, canft thou but pretend / 

St max. 

I needed none. 
Nature has in my being fown the feed* 
Of enmity to thine. — Nay mark me this ; 
Couldft thou reftore me to my former flare. 
Strike off thefe chains, give me my crown again > 
Yet muft I ftill, implacable to thee, 
Seek eagerly thy death, or die my felt". 
Life cannot hold us both I— Unequal godj 1 
Who love to difappoint mankind) and take 
All vengeance to your felvei j why to the point 
Of my long-flatter'd wiihes did ye lift me ; 
Then fink me down fo low 1 Juft as I aim'd 
The glorious ftroke that waa to make me happy, 
Why did you blaft my Arong extended arm ? 
But that to mock us is your cruel {port ? 
What elfe is human life i 

MjiSIHISJA, 

Thus always join'd 
With an inhuman heart, and brutal manners, 
Is irreligion to the ruling gods ; 
Whofe fchemes ourpeevilh ignorance arraigns, 
Our thoughtlefs pride.— Thy loft condition, Sypbax, 
Is nothing to the tumult of thy breafl. 
There lies the fling of evil, there the drop 
That poitons nature.— Ye myfterions powers I 

Whofe" 
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Whofe ways are ever-gracious, ever-juft. 
As ye think wifeft, befi, difpofe of me ; 
Bat, whether thro' your gloomy depths I wander,' 
Or on your mountains walk ; give me the calm 
The Heady, ftniling foul ; where wifdom fheds. 
Eternal funfliine and eternal peace. 
Then, if misfortune comes, (he brings along 
The braveft virtues. And fo many great 
Hluftrious fpirits have convers'd with woe, 
Have in her fchool been taught, as are enough 
To confecrate diirfefs, and make Ambition 
Even wi(h the Frown beyond the fmile of Fortune, 
Stfhax. 

Torture and racks I This is the common trick 
Of infolent fuccefs, unfuffering pride. 
This prate of patience, and I know not what. 
'TUaUxtie, impracticable rant; 
And only tends to make me fcorn thee more. 

But why this talk I In mercy fend me hence j 
Vet — ere I go — Oh five me from diftraftion ( 
I know, hot youth, thou burneft for my queen j 
But by the majefty of ruin'd kings. 
And that commanding glory which furrounds her, 
I charge thee touch her not ! 

Maiimiiia. 

No, Sypbax, BO. 

Thou nccd'ft not charge me. That were mean indeed) 
A triumph that to thee. But could I ftoop 
Again to love her ; Thou, what right haft thou, 
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A captive, to her bed 7 Thy bonds divorce 
And free her from thy power. All laws in this, 
Raman and Car tboginian, all agree. 

Syphaz. 
Here, here, begins the feittemefi of ruin. 
Here my chains grind me £rft I 

MasINIIIA, 

Poor Sopbenijba ! 
She too becomes the prize of conquering Rtmi ) 
What molt her heart abhors. Alas, how hard 
Will flavery lit on her exalted foul I 
She never will endure it, the will die. 
For not a Reman burns with nobler ardor, 
A higher fenfe of liberty than ihe j 
And tho' (he marry'd thee, her only ftain, 
Falfe to my youth, and fakhlefs to her vows j 
Yet I mull own it, from a worthy caufe, 
From publick fpirit, did her fault proceed. 

SvriiAX. 
Muft I then hear her praife from thee f Confufion 1 
Oh ! for a lonely dungeon I where I rather 
Wouid-talk with my own groans, arid breathe revenge, 
Than in the manfions of the bleft with thee 
Hell ! Whither muft I go ? 

Unhappy man ! 
And is thy breafl detcrmin'd againft peace. 
On comfort (hut ? 

Svfhax. 
On all, but death, from thee, 

Ma- 
Google 
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Maiiriiia. 

Narva, be Sypbax thy peculiar care ; ■ 
And ufc him well with tendernels Bud honosf; 
This evening L-tHtu, and to morrow Seiph, 
To.Gr/ba cornea. Then let the Romans tafca 
Their priibner, 

Stphax. 
There wines a gleam of hope 
Acrot" the gloom— From thee dcbrer'd !— Rafe 
Breathes in that thought — Lead on — My heart growl 
lighter ! 



SCENE V. 

Masinissa. 
What dreadful havock in the human breaft 
The paffirras make, when imcotuWd, and mad, 
They burft ungnided by the mental eye, 
The light of reafon, which in various ways 
Points them to good, or turns them back from ill t 

O fave me from the tumult of the foul ! 
From the wild beafts within ! — For circling faiids, 
When the fwift whirlwind whelms them o'er the lands i 
The roaring deeps that to the clouds arife, 
While through the ftorm the darting lightning flies ) 
The monfter-brood to which this land gives birth, 
The blazing city, and the gaping earth ; 
All deaths, all tortures, in one pang combin'd* 
Are gentle to the tempeft of my mind. 

Thi End if tbt Firft J£t; 

■ Google 
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ACT II. SCENE t. 

Masinima, Narva. 

MaBIIMSsa. 

THOU good old man, by whom my youth WM 
formM, 
The firm companion of my various life, 
I own, 'tis tr-uc, that Scpbanifiai image 
Lives in my bofom fttllj and at each glance 
I take in fecret of the bright idea, 
A ftrange difojder feizes on my foul, 
Which barm with ftronger glory. Need I lay. 
How onceJhe had my vows f Till Sdpia came, 
Refiftlefs man! like a defending God, 
And {batched me from the Carthaginian fide 
To nobler Rome ; beneath whofe laurd'd brow, 
And fa v 'ring eye, the nations grow polite, 
Humane and happy. Then thou may 'ft remember, 
Such is this woman's high impetuous fpirit, 
That all -com routing love Ihe bears her country, 
Her Carthage ; that for this Ihe facrifie'd 
ToSyphax, unbclov'd, her blooming years, 
And won him off from Rami. 
Narva. 

My generous prince ! 
» Vol.. IX. C Applauding 
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Applauding Afrit of thy choice approves. 
fame claps her wings, and virtue (miles on thee. 
Of peace thou foftner, and thou foul of war f 
But oh beware of that fair foe to glory, 
Woman ! and moft of Carthaginian woman I 
Who has not heard of fatal Punic guile t 
Of their ftoln cpnqueftt r their infidtous leagues i 
Their Afdmbali ? their Hanniiah ? with air 
Their wily heroes ? And, if fitch their men. 
What muA their women be t • 

Masiniss*. 

You make me fmile. 
I thank thy honeft zeal. But never dread 
The firmnefs' of my heart, the ftrong attachment, 
I hold to Ronu, to Sciph, and to Glory. 
Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 
The grace of Sophomjba ; how flic look'd 
And talk'd, and mov'd, a Pallas, or a Juno > 
AccompliQi'd even in trifles, when the ftoop'd 
From higher thoughts, and with a foften'd eye 
Gave her quick fpirit into gayer life. 
Then every word was livelinefs, and wit ; 
We heard the Mufes' fong ; and the dance fwam 
Thro' all the maze of harmony. Believe me 
I do not natter; yet my panting foul 
To Sciph's fricndJhip, to the fair purfuit 
Of fame, and for my people's happinefs, 
Refign'd this Sopbonijba ; and tho* now 
Coaltrain'd by fweet netellity to fee her. 
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A captive in my power, yet will I ftill 
Refignaer. 

Naiva. 

I'll not doubt thy fortitude, 
My Mafimiffa, thy exalted purpofe 
Not to be loft in love ; but ah ! we know not. 
Oft, till experience fighs it to the foul, 
The boundlefs witchcraft of enfnaring woman, 
And our own flipper/ hearts. From Stiph learn 
The temperance of heroes. I'll recount 
Th' inftructive ftory, what thefe eyes beheld ; 
Perhapt you've heard it ; but 'tis pleating ftill, 
Tbo' told a thoufand times. 

Masi h ism . 

I burn to hear it. 
Loft by my late misfortunes in the defart, 
I liv'd a ftranger to the voice of fame, 
To Scipio't laft exploits. Indulge me now. 
Great Actions, ev'n recounted, raife the mind ; 
Bat when a friend has done them, then, my Nar-va, 
They doubly charm us ; then with more than wonder, 
Even with a fort of vanity we liften. 

Na.va. 
When to his glorious, firft eftay m war, 
New Carriage fell ; there all the flower of Spain 
Were kept in boftage ; a- fall field prefenting 
For Sdpia's generality to fhine. 

And then it was, that when the heroe heard 
How I to thee belong'd, he with large gifa, 

C z And 
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And friendly words ch'fjnifs'd me. 
Masisissa. 

I remember. 
And in his favour That engag'd raefirft. 
But to thy ftory. 

Narva, 
' What with admiration 
Struck every hurt was this— A noble virgin, 
Conspicuous tar o'er aU the captive dames, 
Was mark'd the general's prize. She wept, and blufh'd. 
Young, frefl), and blooming like the morn. An eye. 
As when the blue Iky trembles through a cloud 
Of pureft white. A Secret charm combin'd 
Her features, and infus'd enchantment through them. 
Her Shape was harmony. -7- But eloquence 
Beneath her beauty sails ; which feem'd on pnrpoi?, 
By nature lavilh'd on her, that manjaad 
Might See the virtue of a heroe tried 
Almolt beyond the ftrctch of human, force. 
Soft as She paft'd along, with do wncaft; eyes, 
Where gentle fi>rrow fwell'd, and now and than 
Dropt o'er her modeft cheek a trickling tear. 
The Roman legions languifli'd.i and hard war 
Felt more than pity. £v'n their chief himferf. 
As on his high tribunal rais'd he fat, 
T urn 'd from tlie danguro*. fight, and chiding aft." d. 
His officers, if by this gift they meant 
To cloud hit glory in its very dawn, 

* Maii- 
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SOPHONISBA. 29 
Milium*. 

OK Gods I say flunking haart ! On, Hop not, Nurvm. 

NtifA. 

She, qudtion'dof her birth, iatrembling'accents, 

With tears and biiiftes broken, told her tale. 

But when he found her royally defcended, 

Of her old captive parents the fole joy t 

And that a haplefs Cthibtrimn prince, 

Her lover and bekrr'd, forgot his chains, 

Mis loft dominions, and for her alone 

Wept out aii tender foal 1 fudden the- heart 

Of this young, conquering, loving, godlike Acme* 

Felt all the greet dimity of virtu*. 

HU wifhing youth flood chsck-'d, Mi- tempting power, 

RefinuVd by kind humanity, —at once 

He for her parent) and her lover call 'd. 

The various fecne imagine : how bit troops 

Look'd dubious en, aad wonder'd what he meant j- 

While ftretch'd below the trembling fupplianij lay, 

Rack'd by a thousand mingling paffions, fear, 

Hope, jealoufy, difdain, fufemilRon, grief, 

Anxiety, and love m every fhape. 

To thefe as different fenriments fucceeded, 

As mixt emotions, when the man divine 

Thus the dread filence to- the lover broke. 

** We both are young, both charm'd. The right of 

" Has put thy beauteous miftrefs in my power ; 

e i, «■ With 
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" With whom I could in the moft facred ties 

" Live out a happy life : but know that Ramans 

*' Their hearts as well as enemies can conquer. 

" Then take her to thy foul; and with her take 
- " Thy liberty and kingdom. In return 
" I aflt but this. When you behold thefe eyes, 

" Thefe charms, with tranfport t be a friend to R tne. 
Masiwissa. 

There fpoke the foul of Stiff* — But the Lovers t 
Na.Va. 

Joy and ecftatic wonder held them mute ; 

While the loud camp, and all the cluAring crowd, 

That hung around, rang with repeated Jhouts. 

Fame took th* alarm, and thro' refounding Spain 
Blew fail the fair report ; which, more than arms, 

Admiring nations to the Romans gain'd. 

Masinijsa. 
My friend in glory 1 thy awaken'd prince 
Springs at thy noble tale. It fires my foul, 
And nerves each thought anew ; apt oft perhaps. 
Too much, too much, to flacken into love. 
But now the foft oppreHion flies ; and all 
My mounting powers expand to deeds like thefe. 
Who, who would live, my Narva, juft to breathe 
This idle air, and indqlentlyrun, 
Day after day, the ftill-reiurnmg round 
Of lire's mean offices, and fickly joys 1 
But, in the fervice of mankind, to be 
A guardian god below — Still to employ 

The 
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The mind's brave ardour in heroic aims. 
Such as may raife us o'er the groveling herd, 
And make us Aline for ever, That is life. 
Bleed every vein about me ; every nerve 
With anguifh tremble; every iinew ake ; 
The third time may I lofe my crown i again 
Wander the falfe inhofpitable Syrts ; 
If, to reward my toils, the god will grant me 
To fhare the wreath of fame on Scipie\ brow. 

But fee, flie comes, the beauteous Sopbtnifia I 
Behold, my friend, mark her nujefiic port ! 



SCENE II. 

MaSINISSA, SomOHlSBA, N*«Va, PKOImlU. 
Sc-FHOtUSBA. 

Behold, victorious prince 1 the fcene reveri'd ; 

And Sopbtnifia kneeling here ; a captive, 

O'er whom the Gods, thy fortune, and thy virtue. 

Give thee unqueftion'd power of life and death. 

If fuch aone may raife her fuppliant voice. 

Once muitc to thy ear j if /he may touch 

Thy knee, thy purple, and thy victor-hand j 

Oh liften, Mmfinija ! Let thy foal 

Intenfely liften ! While I fervent pray, 

And lirong adjure thee, by that regal Hate, 

In which with equal pomp we lately flione j 

C* By 
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By the NumiJian name, oar common boafi, 

And by thole houlhold gods ; who may, I wiih, 

With belter omens take thee to this palace, 

Than Syphax hence they font. As in thy pleafure. 

In all betide determine of my fate. 

This, this aloric I beg. Never, oh never t 

Into the cruel, proud, and hated power 

Of Ramans let me fall. Since angry heaven \ 

Will have it fo, that I muft be a flare, 

And that a galling chain muft bind thefe hands 

It were fome Httfa foftning in my iota. 

To call a kindred ion of the lime clime, 

A native of NumUia, my lord. 

Bat if thou canft not fave me from tie Reman* 

If this fad favour be beyond thy power) 

At kaft to give me death is what thou cani. 

Here ftrike — my naked bofom courts thy {word * 

And my lad breath (hall btefi thee, MeJSaiJk I 

Ma* m it* a. 
Rife, Sofhanljha, rife- To fee thee that 
Is a revenge I (coin; and all the man 
Within me, though much injur' d by thy pride. 
And fpirit too tempeftuous for thy fet, 
Vet blufhes to behold thus at my feet, 
Thus proftrate low, her, for whom kings have knsclM, 
The faireft, but the falfeft of her f«. 

Sofhokisba. 
Spare thy reproach. — 'Tis cruel thus to loft 
In rankling difcord, and ungenerous ftrife. 
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The few remaining momenta that divide me 
From the moft loath'd of evils, Rata* bondage. I 
Tei, flint thy hear* againjl me ; Am (ky heart 
Againft compaffioo, every human thought, 
Even recollected Ipve : yet know, xaftt yomh ! 
That when thou fitd* rae f\v«.U thc^r lofty uiuuiph,. 
Thou feeft thy felf io. o«. Thi* U wy day ;. 
To morrow will be thine, gut here, be (urc, 
Here will I lie on this yjle earth, ferlorn, 
Of hope abandoa'd,. fince defpis'd by thee t 
TheTc lacks all lopfe and fordjd in the. 4uft \ 
This fullied bofora growing to the groupd. 
Till the remorfelefs foldjer cgnaea, inote fierce 
Fran recent blood, and in, (fay very eye. 
Lays raging his rude faqguhiary grafp 
On thefe weak limbs i and tortures them. with chains. 
Then if no friendly fteel, no necW'd draught 
Of deadly poifon, can enlarge my foul ; 
It will indignant burft from a flave's body ; 
And, join'd to mighty p. : db, fcorn ye all. 

Oh Sopbomfba I 'til not fafe to hear thee ; 
And I miitook my heart, to truft if thus. 
Hence let me fly. 

Sophokisba. 

You ftiall not, Majmijfo!' 
Here will I hold you, tremble here for ever ; 
Here unremitting grow, till 'you confent. 
And can' ft thou think, oh .' canft thou think to leave me; 
C s Expps'd;. 
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Expos'd, defenceless, wretched, here alone, 
A prey to Ramans flnih'd with blood and conqneft> 
The fabjeft of their fcoro or bafer love ? 
Sure Mafiniff* cannot ; and, tho' chaag'd, 
Tho' cold asthat averted look be wears ,- 
Sure love can ne'er in generous breafts be loft 
To that degree, as not from Qiamc and outrage 
To five whit once they lov'd, 

Masihism. 

Enchantment t Madnefs f 
What would'ft thou, Stphvnijb* t — Oh my heart ! 
My treacherous heart I 

Sqfkontsja. 

What would I, Mafiniffa? 
My mean requeft fitsbluihing on my cheek. 
To be thy Have, young prince, is what I beg j 
Here Sepbomjba kneel) to be thy flave j 
Yet kneels in vain. But thoa'rt a Have thyfelf, 
And canft not from the Ramans fare one woman ;■ 
Her, who was once the triumph of thy foul ,- 
Ere they fedue'd it by their lying glory. 
Immortal gods! and am I fallen fo low ? 
Scorn 'J by a lover ? by the man whom once 
My heart, alas ! too much inclin'd to love. 
Before he funk into the Have of Rami ? 
Nought can he worth this bafenefs, life, nor empire t 
I loath me for it. —On this kinder earth, 
Then leave me, leave me, to defpair and death \ 

Maiimiii*. 
I cannot bear her Tears,'— Rife, quickly rife, 

i* 
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la all the conquering majefty of charms, 

O Sophaiiijba, rife ! while here I fwcar, 

By the tremendous powers that rule mankind 1 

By heaven and earth, and hell [ by love and glory 1 

The Raman i Hull not hurt you — Romans cannot ; 

For Rotwt is generous as the gods themfelves* 

And honours, not inf alts, a generous foe. 

Yet fince you dread them, take this royal hand, 

The pledge of furety, by which kings are bound > 

By which I hold you mine, and vow to treat you, 

With all the foftnefs of remember'd love, 

All that can footh thy fate, and make thee happy. 

Sofhoxisba. 
1 thank thee, Mo/miJ* 1 now the fame. 
The fame bright youth, exalted, full of foul i 
With whom in happier days I us'd to pafs 
The tender hour ; while, dawning fait in love, 
All fong and fweetnefs, life fet joyous out ; 
Ere the black tempeft of ambition rofe, 
And drove us different ways. — Thns-dreft-trr war, 
In nodding plumes, o'ercaft with fullen thought, 
With purpos'd vengeance dark, I knew thee not i 
But now breaks out the beauteous fun anew, 
The gay NumiJian Ihines, who warm'd me once, 
Whofe love was glory.— Vain ideas, hence ! 
—Long fince, my heart, to nobler paflions known, ' 
Has your acquaintance fcorn'd. 

Mahhii*. 
i Oh! while you talk, 

C 6 Enchanting 
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Enchanting fait one [ my deluded thought 
ftuns back to, days of love i when fancy (Hit 
Found worlds of beauty, ever riling new 
To the tnufported eye; when flattering hope 
Form'd endteft profpe&s of encreafirtg blifi ; 
And ftill the credulous heart believ'd them aU, 
Even more than love could promife. — But the feme- 
Is full of danger for a youthful eye ,- 
1 mull not, dare not, will not look that way. 
O hide it, wifdom, glory, from my view 1 
Or in fweet ruin I fhail fink again. 

Difteinper clonds thy cheek ; thy colour goet. 
Retire, and from the troubles of the day 
Re pole thy weary fool, worn out with care, 
And rough unhappy thought. 

So*liOH19BAi 

May MmJMjfk, 
Ke'er want die goodnefs he has fhewn to me. 



SCENE HI.. 

Masinusa, Naava. 

Mai mm a. 
The dangers o!er, Pve heard the Strtn't ftwgt 
Yet ftill to virtue hold thy Heady eourie, 
I: mark 'd thy kind concern, my friendly fears, 
And own. them juft ; for Ike lias beauty, Narva, 
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So foil, fo perfcft, with fij great a foul 
Inform'd, fo. raii'd with animating fpirit. 
As ftrikes like lightning from the hand of Join* 
And raifes iovc to glory. 

Narva. 

Ah, sty Prince f 
Too trot, it it too true i her fatal charm* 
Are powerful, and to Mmjmi£k'$be*n 
Know but too- wail the way. And an thou furt» 
That the foft poifon, which within thy vent 
Lay unextinguifhM, is not rooz'd anew, 
fe not this moment working through thy foul ? 
Doft thou not love f Confer*. 

Ma s rail la-. 

Whatfaidmyftiepd, 
Of pohW \met of loving Sapinijbat 
Yes, I admire her, wonder at her beauty , 
And he who don not in aj 4nU ** Mrtfc* 
The cold unanimsml form of pub. 
Ere lighted up with the ctleftiat fire. 
Where'er (he goes fti[l admiration gazes,. 
And lifted* while lie talk*. Even thou thy ft!// 
Who faw'Jl her with the malice of -a friend, 
Ev.'d thou thy felfadmir'a her-— Poft too* not ?• 
Say, fpeak fincerely. 

N*a»*. 
She hat charms indeed j 
But btf (he chams like virtue 7 Tho' majeftic ; 
Does fhe. command, us with a force like glory } 
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Maiinissa. 
All Glory in her eye ! Perfection thence 
Looks from its throne ; and on her ample brow 
Sits msjefty. Her features glow with life. 
Warm with heroic fo ul. Her mien I — flie walks, 
As when a towering goddess treads this earth. 
But when her language flows ; when fuch a mind 
Defcends to (both, to figh, to weep, to grafp 
The tottering knee ; oh J Narva, Narva, oh ! 
Expreffion here is dumb, 

Na.va. 
. Alas I my Lord, 
It this the talk of fbber admiration > 
Are thefe the faltie s of A heart at eafe ? 
Of Sa'fia'c friends Is this thy fteady virtue I 

MAIlHtSSA. 

I tell thee once again, too cautious man, 
That when a woman begs, a matchlefs woman, 
A woman once bclov'd, a fallen queen, 
A Sspbenifia ! when- (he twines her charms 
Around our foul, and all her power of looks, 
Of tears, of fighs, of foftnefs, plays upon us; 
He's more orlefs than man who can refill her. 
For me, my ftedraft foul approves, nay more, 
Exults in the protection it has promts 'd. 
.And nought, tho' plighted honour did not bind me. 
Should ihake the virtuous purpofe of my heart ; 
Nought, by th' avenging gods ! who heard my vow. 
And hear me now again. 

I Na»va. 
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Narva, 
And was it -then 
For tKis you conquer'dr" 

MaiirIKa. 

Yes, and triumph in it. 
This was my fondeft wilh ; the very point, 
The plume of glory, the delicious prize 
Of bleeding years. I muft have been a brute, 
A greater monfter than' Namidia breeds, 
A horror to my felf ; if on the" ground, 
CaA vilely from me, I th' illafbious fair 
Had left to bondage, bitterneft, and death. 
Nor is there ought in war worth what I feel ; 
In pomp and hollow flate, like the fweet fenfe 
Of infclt blefs ; which the reflection gives me, 
Of faving thus fuch excellence and beauty 
From what her generous foul abhom- the tooff, 

N*IVA. 

My friend ! my royal lord ! alas 1 you Aide, 
You fink from virtue. On the giddy brink 
Of fate you itaud.— One ftep, and all is lofl ! 

Masimssa. 
No more, no more 1 if this is being loff. 
And rujhing down the precipice of fate ; 
Then down I go, far far beyond the reach 
Of fcrupulous dull precaution.— Leave me, Narva. 
I want to be alone, to find fome made, 
Some foliary gloom I there to (hake off 
Thefe harm tumultuous cares that vex my life. 



4P SOFHONISIA 

This fick ambition on it lijif recoiling ; 

And there to liften to (he gentle voice, 

The figh of p e a ce , lomcthing, I know not what,. 

That whilpere tranlport to my heart.— Farewel. 



SCENE IV. 

Strode, and he knowj it not. •*■ So whei the field,. 
Elate in heart, the warriour fcoms to yield i 
The ftreaming blood can fcarce convince his eyw». 
Nor will he fed the wound by which he din. 



Tkt End of Shi $t;s*d 44- 
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ACT III. SCENE.I. 

Ma>INIiia mhnt. 

Fvain I wander thro' the ihade for Peace j 
Ti» with the calm alone, the par* of heart, 
That there the goddefi tallci — But in my brteft 
Soma bur/ thought, feme fetrec eatiig pug, 
Sill reftlefi throbi, m Stfhtnijh* (till 
Earned, intent, devoted all to her. 
What may thii moan t — Tii love, almighty lore I 
Returning on ma with a ftronger tide. 
Come to my breaft, thou roly-fmiling god f 
Come nnconfin'd I bring all thy joyi along, 
All thy foft cares, and mix tbaacoefoui here. 
Quick, let me fly to her I and there forget 
This tedious abfence, war, ambition, noife, 
FriendAiip it felf, the venky of hraa, 
And all but love, for love is mora than all I 
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SCENE II. 
Masinixa, Nakva- 

Maiiniiia. 

Welcome again, my friend,— Come nearer, Narv; 
Lend me thine arm, and I wilt tell thee all, 
Unfold my iecret heart, whofe every pulfe 
With Sopbonijha beats.— Nay hear me out- 
Swift, ai I mui'd, the conflagration fpread ; 
At once too ftrong, teo genera), to be quench'd, 
I love, and I approve it, doat upon her, 
Even think thefe minutes loll I talk with thee. 
Heavens I what emotion! have pofiefi'dmy foult 
Snatch'd by a moment into yean of paffion. 

Naiya- 
AhMofiwiJm!~ 

Majiviua. 

Argue MM agahft me. 
Talk down the circling winds that lift the defart t 
And when by lightning fir'd the roreflx blaze, 
Talk down the flame, but not my ftronger love. 
I have for love a thousand thoutand reafotu, 
Dear to the heart, and potent o'er the foul. 
My every thought, reflexion, mem'ry, all 
Are a perpetual fpring of tenderaefs ; 
Oh Stpbnijba ! 1 am wholly thine. 
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Nakta. 

Is this deceitful day then come to nought, 
This day, that fet thee on a doable throne ? 
That gave thee -Syphax chain'd, thy deadly foe r 
With perfect conqueft crown' d thee, perfect, glory t 
Is it fo foot) eclipi'd ? and does yon fan, 
Von letting fun, who this fair morning faw thee 
Ride through the ranks of long extended war. 
As radiant ashimfelf; and when the lom 
Began, beheld thee tread the riling furge 
Of battle high, and drive it on the foe ; * 

Does he now, bltifbing, : fee thee funk fo weak 1 
Caught in a finite ? the captive of a look J 
I cannot name it without tears. 

MaSINISS A. 

Awayl 
I'm fick of war, of the deftroying trade. 
Smooth 'd o'er, and gilded with the name of glory* 
In vain you (bread the martial field to me , 
My happier eyes are turn'd another way. 
Behold it not ; or, if they do, behold it 
Shrunk up, far off, a vifionary fecne ; 
As to the waking man appears the dream. 

Narva. 
Or rather as realities appear, 
The virtue, pomp, and dignities of life. 
In fick difbrdcr'd dreams. 

Maiikisia. 

Think not I ftom 
The talk of heroes, when oppreffion rages, 
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44 SOPHONISBA; 

And lawlefs violence confound* the world. 

Who would not bleed with tnmfport for his country. 

Tear every tender paffioc Iron hit heart, 

And greatly die to make a people nappy) 

Ought not to tafte of happinefs himfelf. 

And is low-foul'd indeed — But fare, my friend, 

There is a time for love j or life were rile, 

A tedious circle of nnjoyous days 

With fcnfelefs hurry tll'd, dirtafteful, wretched, 

Till love comes fmiling In, and brings hk twean 

It» healing fweets, foil cam, tmnftjonlng )ayt t 

That makt tit poor account of lift compleM, 

And jufti/y the Gods, 

Narta. 

Miftaken Prince, 
J blatne not love. But — 

Masiniiia. 

Slander not my paflion. 
I've fuffcrM thee too far. — Take heed, old man.-* 
Love will not bear an accufation, Narva. 

Na*ya. 
I'll fpeak the troth,, when troth and friendlnip call, 
Nor fear thy frown unkind.— Thou haft no right 
To Stfbttnhba ; {he belongs to R/imc. 

Masikmsa. 
Ha ! Ihc belong! to Runt.— 'Tis true — My thoughts,. 
Where have you wander'd, not ti think of this i 
Think e'er I promis'd l e'er I lov'd f — Confufion 1 
I know not what to lay — I Ihould have lov'd, 

ThoJ 
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Tho' Jcv r in muttering (bunder had forbid it. 
But X*m wUl ntt i«f life fe fin&U a boon, 
Whofe gifts are kingdoms ; Rtmt mull gnat it fare. 
One captive » my wifh, one poor r«auo#, 
So final! to them, but oh lb dear to rae i t 
In this my heart confide!, - 
Na«va. 

DeluAvelere-I 
Thro* what wild projects is the fcuiticic namd 
BeguU'd by thee N-And tbinkft thou that die Ramam, 
The lenators of Xmw, thde gods on earth. 
Wife, Heady to me right, toverely juft, 
All uncommt, and like eternal fato 
Not to be mov'd, will linen to me Jigh 
Of idle love ? They who when virtue calls, 
Will not the voice kfelf of nature bear,' 
But bid their children bleed before their eyet; 
Will they regard we light fantalbxlc pangs 
Of a fond heart ? and with thy kingdom give tbee 
Their molt inveterate %c, from their firm fide, 
Like Sjfiax, to delude thee ? and the point 
Of their own bounty on themfelyes to turn? 
Thou canft aot hope it funs.— Impoffibla 1 

Ma sin is* a. 
What (hal! I do ? be now the friend exerted, 
for love and honour, prels me ; love and honour. 
All that is dear and excellent in life, 
All that or fooths the man. or. lifl$ the heroe. 
Engage aty iJMiJL,. 

3 Narva. 

Google 



4 6 SOFHONISBA, 

Narva, 

Rafh was your vow, my loid. 
I know not what to eounfel. — When you vuw'd, 
You vow'd what was not in your power to grant ; 
And therefore 'tis not binding. 

Ma* miss*. 

Never! Never I 
Oh never will'I faffify that vow ! 
Ere then defiruttion feize me I Yes, ye Runout, ' 
I£ it be fo, there, take your kingdoms back, 
Your friendJhip, your efteem, all, all but her. 

Hold, — Let me think a while — It Ihall be lb 1 
By all th' infpiring gods that prompt my thought, 
This very night ihall solemnize bur vows ; 
And the next joyous fun, that vifits Afrit, 
See Sopboniiba lested on my throne.— 
Then mufl-they fpare my queen.— They will not, furely, 
They will not dare to force my confort from me. 

Na»va. 
And is it poffible, ye gods that rule us ! 
Can Mafiniffa in his pride of youth. 
In his meridian glory Jhining wide, 
The light of Jfric, can the friend of Sopi* 
Take a fatfe woman to his nuptial bed, 
Who fcom'd him for a tyrant old and cruel, ' 

His rancorous foe r and gave her untouch'd bloom, 
Her fpring of charms to Sjpbax f 
taatlHIHA. 

Curft remembrance 1 

This, 
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t This, this, has thrown a ferpent to my heart ; 
While it o'erflow'd with tendernefa, with joy, 
With all the fweetneii of exulting love. 
Now nought but gall b there, and burning potfon. 
Yes, it was fo !— Curfe on her vain ambition ! 
What had her meddling fex to do with dates f 
Forfook for him, juft gods 1 for hateful Sjpbax, 
My tender, faithful We for his grbfa paiion I 
The thought is hell !— Oh I had treafur'd up 
A world of indignation, yean of fcom; 
But her lad fuppliant witchcraft ooth'd it down. 
Where is the now, that it may burft upon her ? 
Hatte, bring her to me ; tho' my plighted faith 
Shall lave her from the Romans, yet I'll tell her. 
That I will never, never fee her more 1 
Ha ! there (be comes.— Pernicious fair one I — Leave me. 



.S C£N E HI. 

EoruoNisB*, Maiikissa. 

SoPHONIIBA. 

Forgive this quick return,— The rage, confufion, 
And mingled paifions of this lucklefs day. 
Made me forget another warm requcft 
I had to beg of generous Mafimflk ; 
For oh to whom, lave to the generous, can 
The miferable fry ? — But mucE dulurb'd 

Yon 
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You look, and fcow! apon me a denial. ■* 

Repentance frownt on your contracted brow. 

Already, weary of my finking Ate, - 

Yon feem to droop; and for unhappy J^Arx 

I ihall implore in rain. 

MaiImiiia. 
ForSffbut? vengeance! 
And canft thou mention him P Oh grant mc breath * 

SOFHOHI9BA. 

J know, young prince, how deep he has provok'd thee; 
How keen be (ought thy youth ; thro* what a fire 
Of great diftrefa, from which yon come the brighter. 

On raeer indifferent objects, common bounty 
Will fhuwer relief i but when our bittereft foe 
Lie* funk, diiarm'd, and defblatr, ttitn * then I 
To fed the mercies ef a pitying God, 
To raife him from the duft, and that beS way 
To triumph o'er him, is heroic goodnefa. 
Oh let unhappy SjfAax touch thy heart, 
Victorious Maflnija I 

M*ff!M'IS-9A. 

Monftrons this I 
Still doft thou blafl me with that curfed name ! 
The vary name thy confcioui guilt mould ilimr. 
Had he but driven me from my native throne, 
From regal pomp and luxury, to dwell 
Among the foreft beaff ; to bear the beam 
Of red Numiditm fun«, and the danlt dew 
Of cold unfhelter'd nights ; to mix with wolves* 

To 
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To hunt with hungry tigers for my prey, 
And thirft with Qipfads on die burning {and ; 
I could have thank' d him for his angry leflbn i 
The fair occaiion that his rage afforded 
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope. 
Still riling ftronger on incumbent fate. 
Bat there is One unpardoDalils outrage. 
That fcorcbe* up the tear hi pity's eye. 
And even fwcet mercy'* ("elf converts to gall. 
I cannot— will not name it — Down my heart, 
My f well ing heart I 

Sophohmba. 
Ah! whence this fudden form. 
That hurries all thy foul ? 

Masinissa. 

And dell- thou aflc r 
Aft thy own faithlefi heart, uatch'd from my VOW, 
From the warm wifli.es of my fpringkig youth, 
And given to that old hated monfter, Sypbax. 
Perfidious Stspbgahbtt I 

SOFHONISBA. 

Nay no-mere. 
With too much truth lean return thy charge. 
Why didft thou drive me to that cruel choice f 
Why leave me, with my country, to deftrucuoo r 
Why break thy love, thy faith, and join the Rumam t 

Maitum*. 
By heavens I the Rtmami wore my better genius, 
Sav'd me from lhame, and form'd my youth to glory t 
.Vol.IIL D But 
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But for the Romans I had been a lavage, 
A wretch like Sypbax, a forgotten thing, 
The tool otCartbagt. 

Sor-HONIIIA. 
Meddle not with Carthmgt, 
Impatient youth ; for that I will not bear t 
Tho' I am here thy Have, I will not bear it. 
Not one bate word pf Cartbagt — on thy fool 1 

. Masiwjssa. 
How vain thy phrenzy I Go, command thy flares, 
Thy fools, thy Sypbaxu ; but I will fpeak, 
Speak loud of Cartbagt, .call it fitlfe, u 
The Romans are the light, the glory — 

SoPHOHISJIA. 

Remans I 
Perdition on the Romans /—on their friends, 
On all but thee. — The Rtmans are the fcourge 
Of the vext world, defiroyers of mankind, 
And all beneath the fmooth diffeinbling mafk 
Of juftice, and companion ; as if Have 
Was but another name for civiliz'd. 
Againft her tyrant power, each generous fword 
. Of every nation fiiould be drawn — While Cartbagt 
Unblemifh'd rifei on the bafe of commerce. 
Founds her fair empire on that common good, 
And aika of heaven nought bat the winds and tides 
To cany plenty, letters, fcience, wealth. 
Civility, and grandeur, round the world. 

Mas miss a. 
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Mai m id a. 

No more compare them I for the gods themfelve* 
Declare for Rome. 

SomoNitBA. 

It was not always fo . 
The godi declar'd for Hami&a/; when Italy 
Blaz'd all around him, all her itceams ran blood ; 
And when at Trtbia, Tbra/jment, and Canntt, 
The Carthaginian fword with Raman blood 
Was drank— Oh, that he then, on chat dread day, 
While b'felefs, confternation blacken'd Rome, 
Had raz'd th' accurfed city to the ground. 
And &v'd the world ! — When will it come again, 
A day fo glorions, and fo big with vengeance 
On thofe my foul abhor r s ? 

Mastnisja. 

Avert it heaven 1 
The Romaiu not enflave, but lave the world 
From Carthaginian rage — 

111 bear no more ! 
Nor tendernefi, nor life, nor liberty, 
Nothing (hall make me bear it. — Rather, rather, 
Dcicfted as ye are, ye Ramam, take me— 
Oh, pitying take me to your nobler chains, 
And (ave me from this abjefl youth, your (lave! 
—How canftthou kill me : ihus?— 
Masinissa. 

I meant it not. 
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I only meant to tell thee, haughty fair one t 
How this done might bind me to the Rtmmmi; • 
That, in a frail and Aiding hour, they fnatch'd me 
From the perdition of thy love, which fell, 
Like baleful lightning, where I raoft could wifh, 
And prov'd deftroftion to my mortal foe. 
Oh pleating ! fortunate ! 

6omomtBA. 

I thank them too. 
By heavens I for once, I lore them ; fince they turn'd 
My better thoughts from thee. Thoo — But I will not 
Give thee the name thy mean servility 
From my jail {com deferves. 

MASJIlIiiEA. 

Oh freely call me 
By every name thy fury can inipire ; 
Delight me with thy hate.— I love no more — 
It will not hurt me, SefJwaiiia. — Love, 
Long fince I gave it to the palling winds, 
And would not be a lover for the world. 
A lover is the very fool of nature. 
Made fick by his own wantonness of thought, 
His fevcr'd fancy ; while, to your own charms 
Imputing all, you fwell with boundlef* pride. 
Shame on the wretch ! he fhould be driven from men, 
To live with Afian Haves, in one Toft herd, 
AH worthleis, all ridiculous together. 

For me ; this moment, here I mean to bid 
Fatewel, a glad farewel to love and thee. 
I Sopho- ' 
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SOPIIONISKA. 

With all my fool, farewel I — Y« ore yen go j 
Know that niy fpirit burns as high as thine, 
As high to glory, and as low to lore. 

Thy promifes are void ; and I abfolve thee. 
Here in the pretence of the liibung gods.— 
Take thy repented vows — To proud Ctrmitm] 
I'd rather be a flare, to Seifh't mother, 
Than queen of all NumiJia, by the favour 
Of htm, who dares infult the helplefs that. 
(P"frg) 

Still doft.thou flay i behold me then again, 
Hopelefc, and wild, a loft abaodon'd (lave. 
And now thy brutal purpofe suift be gained. 
Away, then cruel, and ungenerous, go I 

Ma. mm lis*. 
No, not for worlds would I rdume my vow I" 
Difhonour blaft mc then I all kind of ills 
Ffll up my cup of bitternefa, andihame! 
When I refign thee to triumphant Sam*. 

Oh lean not thus dejected to the ground t 
The fight is mifery. — what roots mc here 7 

(■#*■) 

Alas t I have urg'd my foolUh heart too tar , . 
, Acid love deprtfi'd recoils with greater force. 
Oh Sef benijia I 

S0fHOKISBA> 

By thy pride lh« dies,- 
Inhuman prince ! 

D 3. Masiniisa. 
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Masinibs*.. 
Thine is the triumph, Love ! 
By heaven and earth ! I cannot hold it more. ■ 
Wretch that I was, to crufh th' unhappy thus ; 
The faireft too, the deareft of her fex ! 
For whom my fool could die F— Torn, quickly turn, 
O Sephaijhi I my befor'd I my glory ! 
Turn and forgive the violence of love, » 
Of love that knowi no bounds I 

Sor-koitisBA. 

And can it bar 
Can that (oft paffion prove fo fierce of heart, 
As on the teats of raifery, the fighi 
Of death, tofcaftJ to tortare what it love* ? 

Masinissa. 
Yes it can be, thon goddeft of ■ my fool I 
Whofe each emotion is but varied love, 
All over love, its. powers, its paffions, all : 
Its anger, indignation, fury, love ; ■ • ■ 
Its pride, difdain, even deteftation, love; 
And when it, wild, refolvcs to love no more, 
Then is the triumph of exceffivc love. 

Didft thou not mark me ? mark die dubious rage, 
That tore my heart with angnilh while I talk'df 
Thou didft ;, and mutt, forgive fo kinds fault. 
What would thy trembling lips r 
Sophokiiba. 

Oh let me <Ue. . 
For fuch another ftonn, fo much contempt 

Throw: 
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Thrown out on Certhagt, fo much praife on Rtmi, 
Were worfe than death. Why would I longer tire 
My weary fate f The moll relentlc& Rt**n 
What could he more ? 



Oh Stphanijha, heart 
See me thy fuppliant now. Talk not of death. 
I have no life but thee.— Alas ! Alai I 
Had ft thou a little tenderncfi for me, 
The fmallefl part of what I feel, thou wouldft — 
What wouldft thoa not forgive ? But how indeed, 
How can I hope it 1 Vet I from thii moment 
Will fo devote my being to thy pleafure, 
So live alone to gain thee ; that thou moo* - 
If there is human nature in thy bread, 
Feel fomc relenting warmth, 

Sophoniiba. 

Well, well, *tii paft. 
To be inexorable fuits not Haves. 
Masimiiia. 

Spare, fparc that word ; it ftabs me to the foul t 
My crown, my lire, and liberty are thine. 

Oh give my patten way ! My heart is full, 
Oppreft by love ; and I coold number tears, 
With all the dews that fprinkle o'er the mora j 
Oh I thou haft melted down my fhibbom foul 
To femal tendernefs. — Enough, enough, 
Have we been cheated by the trick of itate, 
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For Rtmt aud Carthagt fuffer'd modi too long i 
And led, by gaedy fawomi, wander*d far. 
Far from our biifs. But now fine* met again. 
Since here I hold thee, circle all perfection, 
In thefe bleft arms ; lince fate too preffcs hard, 
Since Rome and flavery drive thee to the brink ; 
Let thin immediate night exchange our vows, 
Secure my biifs, our future fortunes blend. 
Set thee, the queen of beamy, on my throne, 
And on thefe lovely browa for empire form'd 
Place J/rit'i nobkft crown.— A wretched gift 
To what my love would give .' 

StPKomsBA. 

What? marry thee? 
'bis night i 

Ma j is Ida. 
Thou dear one ) yes, thU very night 
Let injur'd Hymen have his rights reilor'd, 
And bind our broken vows,— Think, ieriona, think t 
On what I plead. — A thonfand reafons urge.— 
Captivity difiblvet thy former marriage i 
And if the meaneft vulgar thus are freed, 
Can Sopbmifia toaflave, tQ SyfUx, 
The moft exalted of her fex, be bound i - 
Befides it is the beit, perhaps fole way, 
To lave thee from the Reman ; and mail fiire 
Bar their pretentions : or if ruin comes, 
To perifli with thee is to perHh happy. 

Sopro- 
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SoPHONllB*. 

Yet muft 1 Hill iufift. — 

Mahvima. 
It ihall'be fit. 
I know thy purpofe ; it would plead for Syp&ax. 
He Ihal] have all, thou dearefi ! {hall have all, 
Crowns, trifles, kingdom), all again, but thee. 
Bat thee, tkou mere than all 1 

SoFROMIUAt 

MS*.) 

Bear witneft hearen i 
This is alone for Cartbagi. 

(7i«».) 
Gain'd by goodnefs 
I may be thins. £xpeft no love, no fighing. 
Perhaps, heieafta, I may learnamm? 
To hold thee dear. If on thefe terms thou can'ft, 
Here take me, take me, to thy wifhes. 
Mahmma. 

Y«, 
Yes, Sapbtmfia I as a wretch takes life 
From off the rack.— All wild with frantic joy, 
Thus hold thee, prc&lhee, to my bounding heart g- 
And bids the bounteous Gods.— Can heaven give more ? 
Oh happy ! happy ! happy !— Come, my fair, 
This ready minute fees thy will pertorm'd ; 
From Sypbax knocks his chains ; and I myfelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeft the Reman/. 

D 5 On, 
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Oh, thou haft finil'd my paffions into peace ! 
So, while confUQing winds cmbroii'd the Seat, 
In perfect bloom, warm with immortal Wood, 
Young Vtmui rear'd her o'er the raging flood ; 
She (mil'd around, like thine her beauties glow'd ; 
When fmooth, in gentle fwclls, the iiirg« flow'd ; 
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain ; 
And one bright calm tat trembling on the main. 



ne£Md*f tUTbwdM. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

SomoimiA) Phqiniiia. 

Pboiwima. 

HAIL queen of Mafiejjli* once again 
And fair Mtjjiia join'd I This riling day 
Saw Sopbinsfia, from the height of life, 
Thrown to the very brink of flavery ; 
State, honours, armies vanifli'd i nothing left 
Bat her own great unconquerable mind. 
And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power 
ReftorM I fee my royal friend, and kneel 
In grateful homage to tlie Gods, and her. 

Ye Powen, what awful changes often mark 
The fortune* of the great I 

SOPHOHIIBA. 

Pbmmjfa, true* 
'Tit awful all, the wonderoui work of fate. 
But, ah, this fudden marriage damps my foul i 
I like it not, that wild precipitance 
Of youth, that ardor, that impetuous ftrtam 
In which bis love return 'd. At firfl, my friend, 
D 6 
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He vainly rag*d with difirppointed love j 
And, as the hairy ftorm fubfided, then 
To fbftnefs varied, to returning fondncfi. 
To fight, to tears, to fupplkaring vows ; 
Bat all his vows were idle, till at lafi 
Me (hook my heart by Asa*.— To be hisqnten - 
Could only Cave me from their horrid power. 
And there b raadnefs in that thought, enough 
In that ftrong' thought alone to make me tun 
Prom nature. 

Phoswiisa. 
Was it not attfpicioue, madam,? 
Juft as we hop'd r jut as our wiihes phu'd F 
Nor let your fpirit fink. Your ferictus hoars. 
When yon behold the Isms ravage check 'd, 
From their enchantment Majvtifa freed. 
And Carthage miftrefs of the world again. 
This marriage will approve : then will it rile 
In all its glory, virtuous, wife and great, 
While happy nations, then deliver-'d, join 
Their loud acclaim. And, had the bldt occafion 
Neglected flown, where now had been your hopes f 
Your liberty ? your country ? where your all ? 
Think well of this ; you cannot but exult 
In what is done. 

, SOPHONISBA. 

So may my hopes fuccecd, 
As love alone to Cartbagt, to the public, 
Led me a marriage -vi&im to the temple, 
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■And julUfiea my vows t— Ha ! Sjfhax here I 
"What would hi* rage with me ? — Pberniffa, flay. 
But this one try al more — Heroic truth, 
Support me now ! 



SCENE U. 

Syphax, Sqpbohwba, PffomusA. 

Syphai. 

Yon feem to fly me, madam, 

To fhun my gratulationi. — Here'I come, 
To join the general joy ; and I, fare I, 
Who have to dotage; have to ruin lov'd you, 
Mull take a tender part in your luccefs, 
In your recovered (late, 

Gophohiiia. 
*Tis very well. 
I thank you, fir. 

Syphax. 
And gentle Igofimffk, 
Say, will he prove a vefy coming fool ? 
All pliant, all devoted to your will ? 
A duteous wretch like Syphax?-. Ha t not movM ! 
Speak thou perfidious ! canft thou bear it thui ? 
With fuch a fteady countenance ? canft thou 
Here fee the man thou haft fo grofly wrong'd. 
And yet not fink in Jhaiue ? And yet not fhakc 
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In every guilty nerve? 

Sopuoniiba. 
What have I done, 
That I fliould tremble i that I fliould not dare 
To bear thy prince 1 Was my heart to blame, 
I'd tremble at myfelf, and not at thee, 
Proud man I Nor would I live to- be aiham'd. 
For of all evils, to the generous, flume 
la the molt deadly pang.— But you behold 
My late engagement with a jealous, mile, 
Andfclnlheye. 

Stpbax. 
Avenging Jwn, bear ! 
Andcanft thoutldnk to juftify thyfelf? 
I blufti to hear thee, traitrefs f 

SoriioNiiBA. 

O my foul ! 
Canlt thou hear this, thii baft opprobrious language. 
And yet be tamely calm >— Well, for this once 
It mail be fo —in pity to thy madnefs — 
Impatient fpirit down ! — Yes, Sjfhex, yei. 
Ye* I will greatly juftify myfelf; 
Even by the contort of the thundring Jrvt, 
Who bind) the holy marriage-vow, bejudg'd. 
And every generous heart, not meanly loft 
In little low purfuib, will fure abfolve me. 
But in the tempeft of the foul, when rage. 
Loud indignation, unatteutive pride, 
And jealoufy confound it, bow can then 
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The nobler, fnbiie fentiments be heard I 
Yet let me tell thee— 

. StphaX. 

ThoW cuft tell me nought 
Awayl away! nought but iUufton, faUhood — 

SoFHOMlSBA. 

My heart will burft, in jafHee to my lelf 

If here I fpeak not j tho* thy rage, I know, 

Can never be convinc'd, yet fhall it be 

Confounded.— What I mutt I renounce my freedom i 

Forgoe the power of doing general good ? 

Yield myfelf up the flare, the barbarous triumph 

Of infolent, enrag'd, inveterate Kamt f 

And all for nothing bat to grace thy fall 1 

Nay, fingly perhn to retain the name, 

The empty title of a captive.'* wife ? 

For thee j the Remexi may be mild to thee j 
Bat I, a Cmrtbagiiaa*, I, whole blood 
Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs 1 
Who have myfelf much hurt them, and who live 
Only to work them woe ; what, what can I 
Hope from their vengeance, bat the very dregs 
Of the worft fate, the bittemels of bondage ? < . 
Yet thou, kind man, thou in thy generous love, 
Wooldft have me fnffer that ; be bound to thee, 
Par that dire end alone, beyond the ftretch 
Of nature, and of law. 

SvPHAX. 

Confufion! Law I 

I know 
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I know tke laws permit thee, the grofs laws 

That rule the vulgar. I'm a captive, true i 

And therefore may 'ft thou plead a fhameful right 

To leave me to my chains— But fay, thou bafc one F 

Ungrateful I fay, for whom am I a captive ? 

For whom l^as battle after battle bled I 

For whom my crown, mykingdom, and my all, 

Been vilely caft away ? For one, ye gods ! 

Who leaves me for the viftar, for the foe 

I hold in utter endlefs deteftation. 

Fire! fury! belli— Oh I am ricUy paid h- 

ButThis itis tolevea Woman — WomanJ 

The fooroe of «H difcfter, all perdition* 

Man in himfelf is fecial, would be happy,' 

Too happy ; bat the gods, to keep him wretched, 

Curs'd him with woman 1 fond, enchanting, fmooth, 

And harmlefs-feeming woman j but at heart 

All poifon, ferpents, tigers, furies, all 

That is deftruftive, in one breaft combin'd, 

And gilded o'er with beauty t 

Sophonisba. 

Haplefs man I 
I pity thee ; this madnefs only ftirs 
My bolbm to compaffion, not to rage. 
Think as you lift of our unhappy fex, 
Too much fubjefted to your tyrant force ; 
Yet know that all, we were not all at leaft, 
Form'd for your trifles, for your wanton hours. 
Our paffions too can fom'etimes foar above 

S The 
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The honthold talk aflign'd us, can extend 
Beyond the narrow fphete of families, 
And take great ftates into th'expanded heart. 
As well as yours, ye partial to yourfelves ! 
And this is my fupport, my joy, my glory ; 
On thefe great principles, and thefe alone, 
I fttll direct, my condaft. 

Sypmax. 
Falfe as faell ! 
I loath your fey ! when it pretends to virtue, 
Yon talk of honour, confcien.ce, patriotUm t 
A female patriot !— Vanity [ — Abfard 1 
Even doating dull credulity would laugh 
To hear you prate. Did ever woman yet 
Form any better purpofe in her thought, 
Than how to pleafe her pride or wanton will? 
Thole are the principles on which you aft, 
Yes, thefe alone. ■ < 

SoVHQNIiflfl. 

Mull I then, muft I, Sybbax, 
Give thee a bitter proof of what I fay ? 
I would not feem to heighten thy diftrefs. 
Not in the leaft infult thee. Thou art fallen. 
So fate feverc has will'd it, fallen by me ; 
I therefore have been patient : from another 
Such language, fueh indignity, had fir'd 
My foul to madnent. But fince driven fo far, 
I mull remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our unhappy marriage.— 
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Stphaz. 

Dar'fl thou name it, 
After f uch perfidy ? 

SornONissA. 
Allow mr, Sjphax, 
Hear me but once I If what I here declare 
Shines not with reaibn, -and the cleareft truth ; 
May 1 be bale, defpis'd, and dumb for ever ! 

I pray thee think, when unpropitioui Ujrtt* 
Our hands united, how I flood cngag'd. 
Wai I not blooming in the pride of youth, 
And youthful hopes j funk in a paffion too, 
Which few refign I Yet then I married thee, 
llecaufe to Cartbagt deem'd a ftroager friend ; 
For that alone. On thefe conditions, lay, 
Didft thon not take me, court me to thy throne ? 
Have I deceiv'd thee fince ? Have I diflembled i 
To gain one purpofe, e'er pretended what 
I never felt.1 Thou canft not lay I have. 
And if *hat principle, which then infpir'd 
My marrying thee, was right, it cannot now 
Be wrong j Nay, fince my native city want* 
Auiftancc more, and linking caUt for aid, 
Tuftill more right — 

Svphax. 

This reafouiog is infult ( 

Sopronisba. 
I^b forry that thou doft oblige mo to it, 
Then in a won! take my fuU-open'd foul. 
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All love, but that of Curt&agi, I defpife. 
I formerly to Mmfiniffa thee 
Preferr'd not, nor to thee now Majmiffk, 
But Carthagt to you both. And if preferring 
Thoufands to one, a whole collected people, 
All nature's tandemefe, whate'er it facred, 
The liberty, the welfare of a Aate, 
To one man's frantic happinefs, be fhame ; 
Here, Sjfbax, I invoke it on my head f 
This fet afide 1 I, catenas of my Jelf, 
And, fcoming prosperous fate, had ftill been dune, 
In all the deptk of loifcry proudly thine I 
Bat fince the pubtiek good, the law fupreuc. 
Forbids it ; I will leave thee with a kingdom, 
The fame I found thee, or not reign myfetf. 

Alas! I fee thee hurt— Why cam'ftthou here. 
Thus to inflame thee more 1 

StphaX. 

Why fesxwefs f why r 
Thou complication of all deadly mischief 1 
Thou lying, toothing, fpecious, ch arming fury ! 
1*11 tell the why— To breathe my great revenge j 
To throw this load of burning madnefs from met 
To flab thee !-^ 

SoPSOHWiU 

Hal — 

Stphax. 
— And, fpringing from thy heart 
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To quench me with thy Hood ! 

{P6**ifk inurptfit.) 
Sophonuba. 

Off, pre ww way! 
Pbantffa ; tempt not thou his brutal rage. 
Me, me, he dare* not murder : if he dues. 
Here let his fury ftrike ; for I dare die. 
What holds thy trembling hand ? 
Pmoihisia. 
Gamfai 
SomoKiiiA. 

Setw the king. 
But look yo» treat hiiBWeH, whh all the fttte 
Hit dignity desnand.i. 

St muz. 

That care from thee 
Is worfe than death, — The Rtmma trumpets !— H* I 
Now I bethink me, Ram* will do me juftice. 
Yes, I nail fee thee walk the flave of Rami, 
Forget my wrongs, and glut me with, the fight. 
Be that my beft revenge. 

Sopmonisba. 
Inhuman! that, 
If there is death in Jfric, (hall not he 



■.-.ivCoogle 



SO P HO N I SB A. 6$ 

SCENE in. 

L* I.. ItJ S, SVPHJI, 

Sypbax I alas, how fallen I bow cbasg'd ! front what 
I here beheld thee once in pomp, and fplendor. 
At that illuftrioua interview, when Rome 
And C&rtbagt met beneath this very roof. 
Their two great generals, Afdmbal and Stifit, 
To court thy friend/hip. Of the fame repaft 
Both gracefully partook, and both reclut'd 
On the fame couch : for perianal diftafte 
And hatred feldom burn between the brave. 
Then the fuperiour virtues of the Raman 
Gain'd all thy heart. Even J/Jw&al himfelf, 
With admiration (truck and juft defpair, 
Own'd him as powerful at the facial feaft 
As in the battle. This thou may'ft remember, 
And how thy faith was given before the Gods, 
And fwom and feal'd to Sciph ; yet how falfe 
Thou fince has prov'd, I need not now recount : 
But let thy lufferings for thy guilt atone. 
The captive for the king. A Roman tongue 
Scorns to purfue the triumph of the fword, 
With mean upbraidings. 

Sypkax. 



.: C.OOylc 



70 S O P H O N I S B A. 

Stpbajc. 
Litliui, 'tis (DO true. 
Curie on the caufe f 

LjBLitri. 

But where is Mafimgkt 
The brave young victor, the Nmmijian Kama t 
Where is he t that my joy, my glad apptaufe, 
From envy pure, may hail his happy Sate. 
Why that contemptuous finile t 

Sypkax. 

Too credulous JUwum t 
I finile to think how this brave Mafinifft, 
This Jfcaw-devoted heroe, mnft ftill more 
Attraa thy praifes, by a late exploit. 
In every thing fuccefsful. 

Lxlivi. 

What is this? 
Thefe publick fliouts ? A ftrange unufual joy 
O'er all the captive city blazes wide. 
What wanton riot reigns to night in Cinbe ? 
Within thefe conquer' d walls 1 

Syphax. 

This, L<eUus, is 
A night of triumph o'er my conqueror. 
O'er Mafinifa. 

Lxlius. 

Mmfimjkl How? 

Stprax. 
Why he to night is married to my queen. 

LjELIl 

o,Goog]e" 



SOPHONISBA. 71 

Imponuble I — 

Stpbax. 
Yes, the, the fury I Hie, 
Who pnt the nuptial torch into my hand, 
That fet inr throne, my palace, and my kingdom. 
All in a blaze j the now hai feiz'd on him, 
Will turn him foon from Rrme — I know her power, 
Her lips diftil unconquerable poifon. 
O glorious thought ! — her arts, her fatal lore 
Will crufli him deep, beneath the mighty ruins 
Of falling Carthmge. 

Can it be ? Amazement t 

Syphax. 
Nay learn it from bimfilf.— He comes — Away I 
Ye furies (hatch me from his tight ! For hell, 
Its tortures all are gentle to the prefence 
Of a triumphal rival ? 

LttLios. 

What is nun? 



SCENE IV. 

Masinissa, Ljelivi. 

Mas im lit a. 

Thou more than partner of this glorious day, 
Which has from Carlfag* torn her chief fupport, 
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And uttering left her, I njnee to fee thee — 
To Ciriba welcome, Laliui.— Thy brave legions 
Now tafte the fweet repofe by valour purchas'd ; 
This city poms refVefluncnt on their toils, 
I order'd Narva — 

Ljslius. 
Thwksto Mafivjfa. 
All thai is well.— But I ob.crv'd the king 
More loofely guarded than befits the feue 
Of fuch acaptive. True, indeed, from him 
There is not much to fear. The dangerow fpirit 
Is his imperious queen, his Sopbonijba. 
The pride, the rage of Gtrt^«live in her. 
How? where is flic? 

M*>ittia*A- 
Sfee, Lxlim f in my care. 
Think not of her. I'll anfwer foe her conduct. 

Lmlivs. 
Yes, if in chains. Till then, believe me, prince. 
It were as fafe to anfwer for the winds, 
That their loos'd fury Will not roufe the waves, 
Or that the darted lightning will be harmlefs j 
As promife peace from her. — But why fo dark? 
You lhift your pla,M, your countenance grows warm. 
It is not ufual this in Mafinifa. 
Pray what offence can afting for the queen, 
The Reman captive, giv« ? 

Masihiss*. 

Lmlm, n»jnore. 
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Ton know my marriage.— Sjpbax hu been bufy — 
It is unkind to dally with my paflion. 

Ljelius. 
Ah, Mafmiffa t was it then for this. 
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle ? 
Il die firft imtancc of the Raman bounty 
Thus, thus abus'd ? They give thee back thy kingdom i 
And in return are of their captive robb'd ; 
Of all they valued, Sophaxijba. — 
Masinissa. 

Robb'd ! 
How, Uliuf Robb'd I 

LttLitrt, 

Ytt t m/k!Jk, robb'd. 
What is it elfe ? But I, this very night, 
Will here auert the majefty otRemt, 
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed. 

Masinissa. 
Oh Gods 1 oh patience I As foon, fiery Raman f 
As loon thy rage might from her azure fphere 
Tear yonder moon.— The man who frizes her, 
Shall fct his foot fiiit on my bleeding heart. 
Of that be fure.— And is it thus you treat 
Your firm allies ? Thus kings in friendlhip with you r 
Of human paffions ftrip them i — Slaves indeed I 
If thus deny'd the common privilege 
Of nature, what the weakeft creatures claim, 
A right to what they love. 
Vol. III. E Ljbliv*; 
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LjELlVt. 

Out ! out !— For fhame ! 
This paffion makes thee blind. Here is a war, 
Which defolates the nations, has atmoft 
Laid waile the world. How many widows, orphan*. 
And tender virgins weep its rage in Rome ! 
Even her great fenate droops ; her nobles fail ; 
Nature herfelf, by frequent prodigies. 
Seems at this havock of her works to fickeh : 
And our Aufenian plains are now become 
A horror to the fight : At each lad ftep, 
Remembrance weeps. Yet her, the greateft price 
It hitherto has yielded ; Her, whole charms 
Are only turn'd to whet its cruel point ; 
Thou to thy wedded bread has wildly taken, 
Halt purchas'd thee her beauties by the blood 
Of thy protecting friends ; and on a throne 
Set her, this day recover'd by their anna. 
Canft thou do this, and call thy felf a king 
Ally 'd to Rome : Rafh youth, the Roman people, 
To kings, who dare offend them thus, vouchsafe not 
The honour of their friendfhip.—Thou haft thrown 
That glory from thee, and muft now be'taught 
To dread their wrath. 

Masihissa. 
Be not fo haughty, htrlius. 
1 1 fcarce becomes the gentle Seifig't friend ; 
Suits not thy character, the tender manners 
J dill have mark'd in thee, I honour Rome; 
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Bat honour too myfelf, my vows, my queen : 
Nor will, hof can I tamely hear thee threaten 
To feize her like a Have. 

J./ELIUI. 

I will be calm. 
This thy ram deed*, this unexpected mock. 
Such a peculiar injury to me. 
Thy friend and fellow-foldier, has perhaps 
Snatch 'd me too far. For hurl thou not diflionour'd. 
By this laft action, a fuccefsful war, 
Our common charge, trotted to us by Stifit t 

Our charge from Sofia was to conquer Sjpbax, 
Not by a barbarous triumph to mfult 
His beauteous queen. Was Sapbenijba 'made. 
To follow weeping a proud victor's chariot, 
She, the firlt miftrets of my heart, who Hill 
Reigns in my foal, and there will reign for ever. 
At fuch a fight,' the warrior's eye might wet 
His burning cheek; and all the Reman matrons. 
Who lin'd the laurel'd way, afham'd, and fad, 
Turn from a captive brighter than themfelvn. 
But Stifia will be milder. 

L&Livt. 
Idiflain 
This thy funnife, and give' it up to Scifia. 
Thefe paflions are not comely .—Here to morrow 
Comes the proconfel. Meantime, Mafinlffa, 
Ah, harden/at -thyself In flattering hope! 

E a Scif9 
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Scipia is mild, but Heady. — Ha ! the queen. 
I think (he hates a Reman, -and will leave thee. 



SCENE V. 
Sopxohisba, Mismiiu. 

SoPBOHISBA. 

Was not that Raman Lr/iiu, as I entcr'd, 
Who parted gloomy hence ? 

Masinisia. 

Madam, the lame. 

SoPHOKISBA. 

Unhappy Afrit ! £nce thefe haughty Remmm 
Have id this lordly manner trod thy courts, 

I read his frefh reproaches in thy face ; 
The leffon'd pupil in thy fallen look. 
In that forc'd fmile, which fickeni on thy cheek. 

MaSIKISSA. 

Oh lay not Co, thou rapture of my foul I 
For while I fondly gaze upon thy charms, 
I fmile as joyous as the fun in May ; 
Nor can my heart, by .thee poueft, retain 
One painful thought. 

Sophonisba. 
Nay, tell me Mafinlffk ; 
How feels their .tyranny, when 'tis brought home f 
When, la wle& grown, it touches what is dear 1 

Pom» 
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Pomp for a while may dasle thoughtlefs man, 
Falfe glory blind him ; but there is a time, 
When ev'n the Have in heart will fpurn hit chains, 
Nor know fubmiffion more.— What fitid thy tyrant f 

MasImiisa. 
His difappointment for a moment only - 
Bnril in vain paffion, and — 

SoruomiiA. 

You flood abafh'd ; 
Yon bore hit threats, and tamely -filent heard him, 
Heard the fierce Rtmam mark me for his triumph. 
Ohmeannefs! 

Mabimissa. 
Banifh that unkind fufpicion. 
The thought ennam'd my foul. I vow'd my life. 
My laft M*ffylian to the fword, ere he 
Should touch thy freedom with the leaf) difhonour. 
But that from Soph — 

SophOhuba. 
SttfUt 
Masinissa. 

That from him — 
Sophonisba. 
I tell thee, Maftaija, if from him 
You gain my freedom, from my felf conceal it. 
I Jhall difilam fuch freedom. 

Mai if I ss a. 
Sifbenifia ! 
Thou all my heart hold* precious I doubt no more. 

E i Noi 
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Nor Jtomi, noi Scipia, uo/a world combiil'd 
Shall cor thee from me j till eutftretch'd I lie, 
A namelefs corpfc I 

SOPIIONMBA. 

If tsy utotcftion fails, 
Of this at leaft be fine, be Toy line, 
To give roe timely deatli. - 

Masimiiia. 

Ceafa thai to talk, 
Of doth, of Rnmt, of unkind ambition. 
My fofter thought! thofe tugged themes refufe, 
And turn alone to love.— All, all, but thee. 
All nature is a palling dream 10 me. 
FU'd in my new, thou daft ■ fw e«tr wine, 
1 by form forth -beaming from the foul divine, 
A fpirit thine, which mortals might adore j 
Def piling love, and thence creating more. 
Thou the high pantont, 1 the tender prove-, 
Thy bean was form'd tot glcty, mine for love. 



Tit EnAoflhi Fourth AS. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

.MASimasA, Na*ta. 
Maunima. 

Ail to the joyous day I With purple chads 



• The whole horizon glows. The breezy Spring 
Stands loofcly floating on the mountain- top, 
And deals her fweeta around. The fan too feems. 
As confcious of my joy, with brighter beams 
To gild the happy world ; and all things fmile 
Like Safbenijia. Love and friendship fure 
Have mark'd this day with all their choiceit bleffings ; 
Oh t $opb»niJba't mine ! and Scipit comes [ 

Na 1 v a ■ 
My lord, the trumpets {peak his near approach. 

Masinissa. 
I want his fecret audience— Leave us, fiar<vit. 



SCENE II. 

SciFlO, Masinissa. 



tripiQ / more welcome than my tongue can (peak I 
Oh greatly, dearly welcome ? 

E 4 Scipic 
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Scipio. 
MaJiniJ*! 
My heart bead back thy joy. — A happy friend, 
Rais'd by hit prudence, fortitude, and valour, 
O'er all his foes ; and on his native throne, 
A mid It his refcu'd fhouting fubjefts, Set : 
Say, can the gods in lavilh bounty givt 
A light more pleafi&g ? 

Ma i mil I a. 

My great friend t and patrom t 
It was thy timely, thy reftoring aid 
That brought me from the fearful defart-life, 
To live again in Hate, and purple fplendor. 
Thy friend ihip arm 'd me with the itrength of Rome, 
And now I wield the fcepter of my lathers. 
See my dear people from the tyrants fcourge, 
From Syphax freed ; I hear their glad applauics | 
And, to compleat my happinefs, have gain'd 
A friend worth all. O gratitude, efteem, 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Ye fill the heart! 

Scipio. 
Heroic youth 1 thy virtue 
Has earn'd whate'er thy fortune can bellow. 
It was thy patience, Mafiniffe, patience, 
A champion clad in fteel, that in the.waffe 
Attended Hill thy ftep, and fav'd my friend 
For better days. What cannot patience do I 
A great deign it feldom fnatch'd at once ; 
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*Tia patience heaves it on. From lavage nature, 
*Tia patience that has built up human life, 
The nurie of aits I and Ssmt exalts her head 
Aa everlafting monument of patience. 

Masinissa. 
If I have that, or any virtue, Stipie, 
Tii copy'd all from thee. 

Scipio. 
NoAfc>/>, 
TLi all unborrow'd, the fpontaneous growth 
Of nature in thy breaft.— Friendlhip for once 
Muft, tho' thou bluflieft, wear a liberal tongue j 
Muft tell thee, noble youth, that long experience 
In councils, battles, many a hard event, 
Has found thee ftill fo conftant, lb fincere, 
So wife, fo brave, fo generous, lb bnmane, 
So well attemper'd, and fo fitly tnrn'd 
For what is either great or good in life, 
As calls diftingoifli'd honour on thy country ; 
And cannot but endear thee to the Ramam. 
For me, I think my labours all repaid, 
My wars in Afrit. Mafinijfa* friendlhip 
Rewards them all. Be that my dearcfi triumph, 
To have aififted thy forlorn cftate. 
And lent a happy hand in railing thee 
To thy paternal throne, ufurp'd by Sypbmx. 
The greateft (ervke could be done my country, 
Diilractcd Afrit, and mankind in general, 
Was thus to aid thy worth. To put the power 
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Of foveceign rule into the good rasn's.hand,, , 
la giving peace and happineft to millions. , . 

But has my friend, fir.cc late we .parted armies. 
Since he with Lelius ailed fuch a brave, 
Aufpicious part againft the common foe ; 
Has he been blamelefs quite ? has he xQn&dtf'd, 
How pleafure often on the youthfuLheart, 
Bencaih the rofy fof; difguife of love, 
(All fwectnefs, (miles, end feeming innocenre) 
Steals unpcrceiv'd, and lays. the IpftOf low 1 
I would not, cannot, put thee to the pain.*— 
— It pains me deeper — of the leaft reproach, w* 
Let thy uo faithful memory fupply : . , : 

The reft. ', , WtNtfyA .?■ *\\' 

Thy-filenpe, that, dejcfted Jook, ; 
That honeft colour Burning o'er thy check, . 
Impart thy better foul. 

M4XKIMA, 
i Oh my ^ootl lord I 
Oh Sripia I Love has fpj?,'d nie, tyrant love : 
In thralls myfoufc l-flm. undone[Liy loye ! ; 

Sctpy*. 
And art thou then to ruin reconcil'd ? 
Tam'd to deftruftion j wilt thou be undone J 
Refign the towering thought j the vaft defign, 
With future glories big? the warrior's wreathe r 
The praife of fenates f an applauding world r 
AH for a figh ? all for a ibft embrace f 
For a gay traniient fancy, Mafiaiffa t 
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Forfhame, my friend ! for honour's fake, for virtue's 

Sit not with folded arms, defpairiag, weak. 

Like a fick virgin ughing to the gale, 

Till fure deftruftion comes — Alas, how changed 

From him, the man I Iov'd ! 

Masinissa.' 

How chang'd indeed ! 
The time has been, when, fii'd from Scipie's tongue, 
My foul had mounted in a flame with his.— 
Where is ambition flown ? Hopelefs attempt I 
Can love like mine be quell'd ? Can I forget 
What ftill poffefles, charms my thoughts for ever r 
Throw fcornful .from mc what I hold molt dear i 
Not feel the force of excellence i To joy 
Be dead f And undelighted with delight?. 
Hold, let me think a moment— no I no I no I 
I am unequal to thy virtue, Scipit f 

Scifio. 
Fie, Mafimffa, fie ! By heavens I I blulh 
At thy dejection, this degenerate language. 
What ! pcrilh for a woman ! Ruin all, 
AH the fair deeds which an admiring world 
Hopes from thy riper years i only to footh 
A ftubborn fancy, a luxurious will i 

How muft it, think you, (bund in future ftory J 
Young Mffnijfa was a virtuous prince. 
And Afrit imil'd beneath his early ray j 
But that a Caxtbagmhan captive came,'. " ,' 
By whom untimely in the common ike 

E6 - j0 
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Of love be fell. The wife will fcorn the page. 
And all thy praife be fome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are tbofe lovers now } O rather, rather. 
Had I ne'er feen the vital light of heaven, 
Than like the vulgar live, and like them die I 
Ambition fickens at the very thought.—— 
To puff, and buttle here from day to day, 
Loft in the paffions of inglorious life, 
Joys which the catckis brutes poffefs above u*. 
And when fome years, each duller than another. 
Are thus elaps'd, in naufeous patags to die ; 
And pafs away, like thofe forgotten things. 
That foon become as they had never been. 

Masiniisa. 
And am I dead to this ? 

Scipio. 

The gods, my friend. 
Who train up heroes in misfortune's fchool, 
Have (hook thee with adverfity, with each 
Illufttious evil, that can raife, expand. 
And fortify the mind. Thy rooted worth 
Has flood thefe wintry blafts, grown ftrongef by them. 
Shall then in profperous times, while all is mild. 
All vernal, fa r ; and glory blows around thee ; 
Shall then the dead Sir em of pleafore come, 
And lay thy faded honours in the daft i 

O gentle Sofia! (pare me, fpare my wCBkneuV ."•' 
VSciiio. 
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Scipio. 
Remember Banaibal— A ngnal proof, 
A frelh example of deftruftive pleasure. 
He was the dread of nations, once of Rim/ 1 
When from Biiiiaa'* bofom, nurs'd in camps, 
And hard with toil, he down the ragged Alfi, 
Rufh'd like a torrent over Italy t 
Unconqucr'd, till the loofe delights of Gopmm 
Sunk his victorious arm, his genius broke, 
Perfum'd, and made a lover of the heroe. 
Lo I now he droops in Bruttimm, fear'd no more, 
Remember him: and yet refomc thy fpjrit, 
Ere it be quite diffolv'd.; 

Masimiisa. 

Shall Set ft* floop, 
Thus to regard, to teach me wifdom thus ; 
And yet a ftupid anguife at my heart 
Repel whate'er be fays I — Bat why, my friend. 
Why mould we kill the beft of paffion*, love r 
It aids the heroe, bids ambition rife 
To nobler heights, infpires immortal deeds, 
Even fofcens brutes, and adds a grace to virtue. 

Scipio. 
There is a holy tendemefs indeed, 
A virtuous, fecial, Sympathetic love, 
That bind), fupports, and fwectens human life. 
But is thy paffion fucb r — Lift, M^finija, 
While I the hardeft office of a friend 
Difcharge j and, wkh a ueceflary hand, 
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A hand, tho' karfh. at prrfent, truly tender, 
I paint this pafiipn. And if j then thou ftill 
Art bent to Tooth it, I mull fighing leave thee. 
To what the gotb think fit. 

'iVWrmsBA. 

,0. never, StifitJ 

never leave me to myfalf! Speak on. 

1 dread, and yet defile thy friendly hud. 

Scuio. ■■ 
I hope that Mafinlffa needs not -now' 
Be told, how much his happinefs is mine ; 
With what a warm, benevolence I'd fpring 
To raife, confirm it, to prevent his wilhes 
In every right purfuitl — But while he rages, 
Bams in a -fever, ■ fliail I let him quaff 
Delicious pctifon/ar a tooling .draught, 
In foolifh pity to his third: ? {hall I 
Let a fwift {lame coniume him as he deeps, 
Becaufe his. dreams are gay r . fhail J indulge 
A frenzy flafh'd from. an uifeflious eye ? 
A fudden inipulfe unapprov'd by xeaibn 1 ' ' 

Nay by thy cool deliberate fraught. CRPil.enw'c',? 
Refolv'd again ft ? — A pafijon for a woman, 
Who has abus'd thee baiely ? left thy youth, - 
Thy love as fweet, as tender as the fpring, 
The blooming heroe for the hoary, tyrant 1 
And now who makes thy IWtering arms alone 
Her laft retreat, to favejitr from the vengeance, 
Which even her very perfidy to thee, 

Has 

: 
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Has brought upon her h^ad ?— tNor is this »Hf- 
A woman who will .ply her daepeft ub, ' . , 
(Ah too prevailing, at .appeal? already) ' 
Will never reft ull S?/£«*' fate is thine. ; 
Till frien,d£up weeping ,flk a, :We join no more 
In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rtmtt . 
I could add too, that there is femething cruel, 
Inhuman in thy paffion, Dae; Dot Syfllax, 
While thou rejoiced, die ? The generous heart 
Should fcorn a plea/are which gives others .pain. 

If this my, frjend, all tht .«w\nder!d deep. 
Alarm thee not, nor rouzt thy toiolution, 
And call the heroe from .his wanton dumber,. i 

Then UmfidffXt loft. . .., .' .: 

, ..■ ,Ma»im.5s*. ,. .'. 

Oh, I am pieze'd-f ■ ■. 
In every thought ampjere'd ! "Tis all too tctie.™ 
I would, but can't Jeny it j-Whither, whither, 
Thro' what inchanted wilds hare I. bean vmaderiig-? 
They feem'd Sltfum, (lie delightful plains, 
The happy groves of heroes and of lover).; . ; 

But the divinity*t*ttoreathes in thee ' 
Has broke the charm, and I am in a deiarr, - 
Far from the land of .peace. It was kit lately 
That a pure joyous calm o'erfpread my fcui, . 
And reafon tunMmy. palrtons into blifr; 
When love, came hurrying in, and with rafti band ■ 
Mix'd them delirious, till the/ now torment 
To mifery. — There- it no reafoning dpwa 

This 
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Thii deep, deep angurfh I this continual pang [ 
A thoufand (hingj ( whene'er my raptur'd thought 
Runs back a little —Bat I will not think.— 
And yet Imuft. — Oh Gods I that I could lofe 
What a few boon have on my memory grav'd 
In adamant. 

Seine. 
But one ftrong effort more, 
And the fair field is thine — A conqiieft far 
Kxcelling that o'er Syphax. What remain*. 
Since now thy madnefs to thy felf appears, 
But an immediate manly resolution. 
To fhake off this effeminate difeafe j 
'I'heie foft ideal, which feduce thy foul. 
Make it all idle, weak, inglorious, wild, 
A fcene of dreams i to give them to the winds, 
And be my former friend, thy felf again 1 

I joy to find thee touch'd by generous motive* , 
And that I need not bid thee recoiled, 
Whole awful property thou haft ufurp'd j 
Need not affure thee, that the Rimaa people, 
The fenaton of Remt, will never fufter 
A dangerous woman, their devoted foe, 
A woman, whofe irrefragable fpirit 
Has in great part fullain'd this bloody war, 
Whofe charms corrupted Sjpbax from their fide. 
To ruin thee too, taint thy faithful breaft, 
And kindle future war. No, fate itfelf 
Is not more Heady to the right than they. 
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And, where the pnblick good but Teems conccrn'd, 
No motive their impenetrable hearts, 
Nor fear nor tendernefs, can touch: fuch ii 
The ipirit, that has rais'd Imperial Rome. 

Ma*INISJA. 

Ah killing truth I— But I hare promis'd, Scipii t 
Have fworn to fave her from* the Roman power. 
My plighted faith is pafs'd, my hand is given. 
And, by the confrious gods I who mark'd my vowt, 
The whole united world (hall never have her. 
For I will die a thoofand thousand deaths. 
With all HAaffjha in one field expire 1 
Ere to the loweft wretch, much left to her 
\ love, to Sopkoaijha, to my queen, 
1 violate my word. 

Scipio. 

My heart approves 
Thy refelation, thy determin'd honour. 
For ever facred be thy word, and oath. 
But, thus divided, how to keep thy faith 
At once to Rome and Sophonijba ; how 
To lave her from our chains, and yet thyfelf 
From greater bondage j this thy fecret thought 
Can beft inform thee. 

Masinuja. 

Agony ! Diftraction I 
Theft wilful tears !— O look not on me, Sti/it I 
For I'm a child again. 

SCIFI*' 
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Sou. 

Thy tears are no reproach. 
Tears oft look graceful on the manly cheek. 
The Cruel cannot weep. Lo I Friendihip's eye 

Gives thee the drop it would refute itfelf. 
I know, 'tis hard, wounds eyery bleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to tear off ihy paiuou. 
But for that very reafon, Majlni/fo, 
*Tis hop'd from thee. The hauler, thence refult* 
The greater glory.— Why mould we pretend 
To conquer nations, and to rule mankind. 
Pre-eminent in glory, place, and power. 
While Haves at heart r while by fantaftic turns 
Our frantic paffions reign? This very thought 
Should turn our pomp ro frame, difgrace our triumph! } i 
And, when the fliouts of millions rend our ears, 
Whifper reproach.— O ye eeleftial powers I 
What is it, in a tonenc of fuccejs, . 
To overflow the >vo;id i if by the, ibcara 
"Our own enfeebled rnjnda are borne away 
From reafon and from virtue • Real glory , 

Springs from the fi lent 'con que ft of ourfelves j 
And without that the conqueror is nought 
But the firft flave. — Then roufe thee, Majwijit t 
Nor in one weaknefc all thy virtues lofe j 
And, oh, beware of Jong, of vain repentance \ 

Masi'nissa. 
Well! well - ! no more.— It is but dying too! 

SCENE; 
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S C E NK in. 
Scir.io «/>». 

I wilh I have not urg'd the truth fo rigour ! /' 

There u a time when virtue grows fevere. 

Too much loir nature, and even almoft crudv : ■ ■ 



BCENE IV. 

Scjp:io,.Ljsi.)ui.. 

Scino. 
Poor Mttjaijfa, LmUm, ,U undone t 
Betwixt hit paffion and his rcafpn toft 
In miierablc conflict. 

LjELltfS. 

He (hot athwart me,, ncir youchftf'd poe.^hj. 
Hung on his clouded brow I juafk'd defpair, 
And his eye glaring with tome dire refolue. ■ 
Fail o'er his cheek too ran the hafty tear. 
It were great pity that he ihould be loft. 
A &irio>i -' 8 
By heavens! tolofe him,wer^a.(hock, as if 
I loft thee,, L*#u/, Joft mydpardl brother: 
Bound up 'fn friendfhip .from our infant years, 
A thoufand lovely qualities endear him, 
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Only too warm of heart 

LjelRti. 

What (hall be done? 

So if to, 
H«e ' M lt ^i *■" ^me abatfis hii paffion. 
Nature it nature, L*!iu<, let the Wife 
Say what they pleafe. But now perhaps he dies,— 
Hafte I baft* ! and give him hope.— 1 have not lima 
To tell thee what.— Thy prudence will direct — 
Whatever is confident with my honour, 
My duty *o the pnblkk , and my triendfhip 
To him himfelf, fay, promife, fhall be done. 
X hope returning reafon will prevent 
Ott farther care. 

Ljilivi. 

I fly with joy. 
Scir-io. . 

Hi* lift 
Not only lave; but Sefbtmljla's too : 
Foi both I fear are in this paffion mist. 

Luetius. 
Xt fhall be done. 



SCENE V. 

SciPIQ altmt. 

If friendlhip fufferi thus ; 
When love pours in his added violence, 
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SCENE VI. 

SoruoxuiA, Pkoinisj*. 



Yet, - Mafia! fa loves roe — Heavens ! how food I 
But yet I know not what hangs on my fpirit, 
A rfifmal boding ; for this ratal Sclfh, 
I dread his virtues ; this prevailing Raman, 
Even now perhaps deludes the generous king, 
Fires his ambition with miftaken glory, 
Demands me from him ; tor fall well be knows, 
That, while I live, I nuift intend their rub. 

Phobkhia. 
Madam, thefc fears — 

Sofhonisba. 

And yet it cannot be. 
Can Stipi; whom even hoftile feme proclaims 
Of perfeft honour, and of poliih'd manners, 
Smooth, artful, winning, moderate, and wife. 
Hake fitch a wild demand i Or, if he could, 
Can Mafiniffa grant it ? give his queen, 
Whom lore and honour bind him to proteft. 
Yield her a captive to triumphant Rami f 
Tis bafencfs to fufpecl it ; , 'tis inhuman. 

What then remains ?— Suppofe they fhould roiblva 
By right of war to feize me for their prize— 
Ay, there it kills I— What can his angle arm 

Again* 
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Agamfi the Rtman power f that very power 
By which be Hands Kitoi'a ? Tfl&ra&ibg thought I 
Still o'er my head the rod of bondage hangs. 
Shame on my .weakness. —This poor catching hope. 
This transient lafte of joy, will only more 
Imbitter death. 

; Pkohkusa. 
A moment will decide. 
Madam, till then — ..;:.-.,!; 

SOPHONIIBA. 

Would I had dy'd before! . 
And am I dreaming here ? Here I from the jRmmki 
BcfccchjBg I may l(ve to (Well their triumph i 
When my free fpirit Gi6uld ure now bare jbufd 
That great aflembly, tWe devoted fliades, 
Who fcorn'd to live till liberty was loft. 
But ere their country fell, abhdfr'd the light. 

Whence this pale Rare. ? he trembles with hi) menage. 



SCENE VJI. 

SoraomsBA, Phobniuai and to tttM a Sl.*»B t 
•aiitb a htlir and fvifin from Masihksa. 

Slave in fling. 
This, Madam, from the king, and this. 

SOPHOIIISBA. 

Hal— Stay. 
(Rtedi tbt Litter J 
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Rejoice, Phanifaf C3« trie joy, my friend f 
For here is liberty I my fears are vain. 
The hand or Ronit can never touch me more I 
Hail! perfect freedom, hail f 

Pho£hisia. 

How ? what ? my queen I 
Ah I what is this r 

{Painting ta tit poifin.) 
Sophomsba. 

The firil of Heffings, death. 
Phoenissa. 
Alas! alas 1 can I rejoice in that r 

Shift not thy colour at the found of death ; 

For death appears not in a dreary light. 

Seems not a blank to me, a lofs of all 

Thbfe fond fenfations, thofe enchanting dreams, 

Which cheat a toiling world from day to day, 

And form the whole of happinefs they know. 

Tt is to me perfection, glory, triumph. 

Nay fondly would I chufe it, tho' perfuaded 

It were a long dark night without a morning, 

To bondage far prefer it I iince it is 

Deliverance from a world where Romans rule, 

Where violence prevails — And timely too — 

Before my country falls ; before I feel 

As many ftripes, as many chains, and deaths, 

As there are lives in Car tbagt .-^Glorious charter 1 

By which I hold immortal life and freedom, 

Com*, 

* 
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Came, let me read thee once again.— And tliea, 
Obey Che mandate. 

{Readi tbt kitir aloud.) 

Masimima to his QusiM. 

The Gedi knpia with tubal pllafurt I -would bavt kept 
UJ faith to SophoniJha in another manner. But fmce this 
fatal btrwt alone cam deliver tbie fnm lie Romans ; call 
tt mind tby father, thy country, that thou baft been tbt 
iviji of nut kings ; end aS up It tbt diSatti of tby rw* 
itart. I will not long furvivt tbet. 

Oh, 'tis wondrous well ! 
Ye Gods of, death who rale the Stygian. gloom I 
Ye who have greatly dy'd I I come ! I 'come ! 
I die contented, fince I die a queen, 
By Rome untouch'd, unfulkedby their power; 
So much their terror that I mult not live. 
And thou, go tell the king, if this is all 
The nuptial prefent he can fend his bride, 
I thank him for it — But that death had won 
An eauer face, before I trufted him. 
Add, hither had he come, I could have taught 
Him how to die.— I linger not, remember, 
I ftand not Ihivering on the brink of life ; 
And, but thefe votive drops, which grateful tints 

{Taking them fram the poiftw-) 
To Jtve the high Deliverer I flied, 

% Allure 
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Affure him that I drank it, drank it all, 
With an unalter'd (bile ■■ ■— Away. 



scene vm. 

SOPHONISBA, PflOENISSA. 
SoPHONISBA. 

My friend! 
In tears, my friend! Di [honour not my death 
With womaniih complaints. Weep not for me, 
Weep for thy felf, Pbanifa, for thy country, 
But not for me. There is a certain hour, 
Which one would with all uadifturb'd and bright, 
No care, no forrow, no dejefted paffions; 
And that is when we die, when hence we go, 
Ne'er to be ieen again ; then let us fpread 
A bold exalted wing, and the laft voice 
We hear, be that of wonder and applaufe. 

Phoenissa. 
Who with fuch virtue wiflies not to die ! 

Sopkonisba. 
And is the facred moment then fo near ? 
The moment, when yon fun, thofe heavens, this earth 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Rsi/tani, 
And all the bufy flavifli race of men, 
Vol. III. F 5ha!l 
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Shall fink at once ; and ft tajt another ftate, 
New foenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders. 
Rife on a. fudden round : but this the gods 
In clouds and horror wrap, or none would live 
Oh to betherel— my breaft begins to burn; 
My tainted heart grows fick.— Ah me ! P&tmija, 
How many virgins, infants, tender wretches, 
Mull feel thefe pangs, ere Carthage is no more ! 

Soft — lead me to my conch— My ihivering limbs. 
Do this laft office, and then reft for ever. 
I pray thee weep not, pierce me not with groans. 

The king coo here— Nay then my death is full ! 

SCENE IX. 

SoPBONiiE*, Phosnissa, Masinjssa, Ljelius, 
Nakva. 

Maiiniiba. 

Has Sophonijha drank this curfed bowl .' 
Oh horror ! horror I what a fight is here ! 

Sophonissa. 
Had I not drank it, Majiaijh, then 
I bad deferv'd it. 

Masiniiia. 
Exquifite difticis ! 
Oh bitter, bitter fate ! and this laft hope 
Complcats my woe. 
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SOFMONISBA. 

Whea will thefc ears be deaf 
To mifery's complaint ? Thefe eyes be blind 
To mifchief wrought by Rem* F 

# Too foon ! too (bon!~- ■ 

Ah why lb hafty t But a little while 
Hadft thou delay 'd this horrid draught ; I then 
Had been as happy, as I now am wretched I 

SoPHONISBA. 

What means this talk of hope ? of coward waiting? 

Masiniisa. 
What have I done f Oh heavens I I cannot mink 
On my ram deed I— But while I talk, (he dies I 
And how ? what ? where am I then. ?— Say, canft thoti 
Forgive me, Saphonijha? 

SoFHONISBA. 

Yes, and more, 
More than forgive thee, thank thee, Mafimffa. 
Hadft thou been weak, and dally'd with my freedom. 
Till by proud Rome enflav'd ; that injury 
I never had forgiven. 

Masiniisa. 

I came with life f 
Larliui and I from Stipfo halted hither ; 
But death was here before us— this vile poifon t 

With life !— There was fome merit in the poifon ; 

F 2 Bat 
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But this deftroys it all.— And couldft thou think 
Me mean enough to take it ? —Oh I Fbauifa, 
This mortal toil is aim oft at an end. — 
Receive my parang foul. 

PhOESISSA. 

Alas, my queen! 

Ma.inissa. 
Dies ! dies ! and fcorns me ! — Mercy ( Saphenijba ! 
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canlt ; 
Or death itfclf, the grave cannot relieve me : 
But with the furies join 'd, my frantic ghoft 
Will howl for ever,— Quivering I and pale I 
Have I done this ? 

Sophonisba. 

But hvRsmt 
We might have been tnoll happy. — I conjure thee 
Be mild to Syfidx ; for my fake regard him. 
And let thy rage againft him die with me. 
fare well !■— 'T is done ! — Onever, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more I 

(Pi.,.) 

M«.I»HI«. 

Dead! dead! oh dead I 
Is there no death for me r 

(Snattbti LxUus'ifuHrd ~ to fab bimftlf.) 
Ji'UDf. 
Hold, Utfimjfi 1 
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Masihissa. 
And wouldil thou make a coward of me, L*liui f 
Have me furvive that murder'd excellence ? 

Did we not ftir > Ha I Who has fheck'd my brain \ 
It whirls, it brazes.— Was it thou, old man f 

Na»*a. 
Alas f alas [—good Mafinijfa, foftly \ 
Let me conduit thee to thy couch. 
Maiinissa. 
The grave 
Shall be my couch.— Ye cannot make me live I 
Ye ftrive in vain t— Off f— crowd not thus around me \ 
For I will hear, fee, think no more !— Thou fun, 
Withokt thy hated beams I And all I want 
Of thee, kind earth, is an immediate grave • 
Ay, there the lies I— Why to that pallid fweetneis 
Can not I, Nature ! lay my lip;, and die ! 

(Threw btmfelf btfidt btr.) 
Ljblius. 
See there the rnin9 of the noble mind 
When from calm reafon paffion tears the fway. 
What pity (he mould perifh I —Cruel war, 
'Tis not the leaft misfortune in thy train, 
That oft by thee, the brave deftrov the brave. 
She had a Roman foul ; for every one 
Who loves, likehir, his country, is a Roman. 
Whether on Afriei fandy plains he glows. 
Or lives untam'd among Ripbaan fnows. • 

F 3 IF 
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If generous liberty the breail inflame, 
The gloomy Ljhian then deferves that name : 
And, warm with freedom under frozen lies, 
In fartheft Britain Rmtm yet may rile. 



The End of the Fifth M, 



EPI- 



■.-.rvCooglc 



EPILOGUE. 

By»FMiND. 
Spoken by Mrs. C1BBER. 

NOW, Fm- afraid, thi nvsdtfi ufle in wgui 
Dtm—di m ftrtag, btgb-feafett d epilog**. 
E/fi might jimtjiily fi*l take pitf, fart, 
And tdiem ■virtml fink inte tbt heart. 

Ourfauteumfit authtr frrupltt tbu fr*suding\ 
Ifrfayi it bmrti found mtralt, and go*d breeding: 
Nor Sophoniftu 'ttmuli ht here prtduce, 
A girting ntiitl, of nn private uft. 
taJitl, be bidme fay, biMdyour CatO. 
What tba' m Stoic fit, ntr read in Plato I 
Tetfurtfbt eftr'd, fir btr country'/ fait. 
Afarrifictr lubicb Cato cmUd not matt — 
—Alrtaaj, wtvi, tbtfe wiciid men an fnitrmr, 
Somcwrtftingwubat oHtfayi, and others leering, 
I vtvi tbtj baitt nttfirctfir — fniliekfpirit. 
That, ladies, irtuft bt your fnptrior merit. 

Merej firbid I •wtfboald lay down tnr Hvtt i 
liit tbijt eld, Punic, barbaraut heathen •wivn. 

Span 
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Spar* Christian hhed.—But fure the deviPs in her, 
Wbefer her country would not lofi a pinner. 
—Lard! bona could fucb a creature Jheiu for face? 

Hn» f—Juft as jou da litre •— thra' Bruffels Uee. 

The Roman/«(>, the public in difirefs. 
Gave up the deareft ornaments ef drift. 
fle-m much mare cheaply might you gain applaufe P 
—One yard of Ribban and MU§ ells of Gaufe. 
jfnd Gaiife each deep-read ' erititic muft adore ; 
Tour Roman ladies dreji'd in Gaufe all a V. 
Should 'you fair patriots, earn* tc drefs fa thin ; 
lioiv clear might ail your — finlimntt he J ten. 
7i foreign looms no longer «« your charm ; 
Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms. 
Each Britilh dame, -who courts her country's praife, 
By quitting theft outlandiih modes, might raife 
[Nat from yon pvwder'd band, fa thin, ondfprutt\ 
Ten able bodied men, for — publick aft. 

But mtsi aferiatu tvord about the play.' •• * 
Jnfpidous finite on this bilfirfl effay ; 
Yegentraut Britons I your own font infpire% 
Let year etpplaufti fan their native fire. 
Then other Shakefpears^// may reave the fiagt, 
And other Otways melt anttbtr age. 
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'j& Nuptial Song, intended to have been 
inferttd-in the Fourth Aft. 

COME, gentle finui t and aflwage 
A warring world, a bleeding age. 
For nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wintry tempeib halts away, 
A lucid calm inverts the Tea, 
Thy native deep is full of thee ;■ ' 

The flowering earth, where'er you fly,: 
Is all o'er fpring, all ftm the fky. 
A genial /pint warms the breeze ; 
Unfecn -among the blooming trees, 
The feather'd lovers tone their throat, 
The defart growls a ibften'd note, 
Glad o'er the meads the cattle bound, 
And lore and harmony go round. 
Bat chief- into the human heart 
Vou ftrike the dear delicious dart ; 
You teach us pleating pangs to know, 
To languish in luxurious woe, 
To feel the generous pafiions rife, 
Grow good by gazing, mild byfighs; 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And £11 the perfect year with love. 
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Come, thou (Might of heaven and -earth 1 
To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 
Oh come, fweet failing ! tender, come t 
And yet prevent our final doom. 
For long the furious god of war 
Has crulh'd us with his iron car. 
Has raged along Our ruined plains. 
Has foil'd them with his cruel ftains, 
Has funk our youth in endlefi Ikep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy wonted charms ; 
Oh take him to thy twining arms ! 
And, while thy botom heaves on his, 
While deep he prats the humid kifs. 
Ah then ! his ftormy heart controu), 
And figh thyfelf into his foul. 
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TRAGEDY. 



F 6 



■ p. Google 



Google 



TO HIE 

ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE 

Princefs of Wales. 

Madam, 

I Humbly beg leave to put this Tra- 
gedy under the Protection of Your 
Royal Highneifii and hope You 
will condefcend to accept of it, as a Tes- 
timony 
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DEDICATION* 

timony of the moft unfeigned and zeal- 
ous Refpeft, due no lefs to Your Ami- 
able Virtues, than to Your High Rank* 
from, 

MADAM, 

Your Royal Highness's 

Moft Dutiful and moji 

Obedient Bumble Servant, 

- ' 
James Thomson, 
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PROLOGUE. 

By the Author of Eury dice. 
Spoken by Mr. %uiu. 

WH E N this didjive night, at length, appears, 
The nigbt of every autbor't bapei and fears % ■ 
What Jbifu to bribe afplau/e, pear petti try f 
In all the forms of -wit thiy court and lye : 
Theft meernty beg it, as an almi J and Theft, 
By htaftful blufter dazzle andimpoft. 

Nor forty fearful, nor fecurtlj vain 
Ouri would, by boneft ivayi, that grace obtain, 
Would, at a free-born miit, he fairly try' d .- 
■Aid. then — Jet truth and candour, fair t decide. 
fit court i M friend', ■uibo blindly comet to praife ; 
tie dread i at fee— but wham bii faults may raife. 

Indulge -a geniroi»s pride, that bids him man, 
He aims to pleafe, >by noble means, alone ; 
By tubal may vein the judgment, wait tbt heart, 
Infpiring nature, and direBsng art ■ 
Byfcenei, fa •wrought, fo rats' d, as may command 
jfpplaufe, mare from tbt bead, than from the band. 

Important ii the moral •we would teach : 
{Ob map ibis IJIand praBife -what we preach >) 
Vice in iltfirft approach -with eare toftsim ; 
The wretch who once engages, is undone. 
Crimes lead to greater crimes, and link fa Jtrtigbt, 
What ftrft was accident, at laft is fate : 
Guilt's bapicfi fervaxt finii into aflame ; 
And •virtue' i laft fad ftrugglistgs cannot fave. 

" A fucb our fair attempt, tvc hope to fee 
" Our judges,— here at leaft,—from inflneneefrte | 

" Outplace, — mnbjdfs'dyetbyparty-r&ge, 

" Where only honour votes,— the Biitiihftage. 

" We astferjuftice, for indulgence fue : 

*J Oar laft heft licence ntuft proceed from you. . 
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Perfons reprefented. 



Agamdknu, 

Egifibm, 
MelifanJtr, 



Talrbybivi 

Qtf(4t>, t, 



Ch/ttmntjlra, 

Cqfaadra, 

Eliiire, 

Atttnian! of Clytimntfira, 

Trajan Captivw, iSc 



Mr. £«>. 
Mr. Mi&ward. 
Mr. Cibbtr. 
Mr. Wright. 
Mr. G'ttn. 
Mr. Howard. 






Mrs. /Vrtr. 
Mrs. Ci'Ww. 
Mifi A«f. 

Mrs. FtcmivaL 



SCENE. 

The Palace of Agamemnon, in Mjtttie; 
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^4G J MEM NO N. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

A C T I. SCENE I, 

CtYTEMNBSTRA fitting in a Hfimfihti pjlurt* 
end &r Attendant. 

Attendant. 

OCtfimmtftra ! O my royal miftrefi f 
Can then no comfort footh your woes & while 7 
E'er fince that naming fignal of &ckt Troy, 
That fignal fix'd and promis'd by the king. 
Was feen fome nights ago, nor food has paft'd 
Your loathing lips, nor fleep has blefs'd your eyes. 
Or if perhaps a tranfient /lumber hufh'd 

Your fighs a moment, and reitrain'd your tears ; 

Sadden, 
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Sudden, you, farting wildly, would exclaim 
Of Guilt, EgifibMi, Troy and 4«mnn. 
Sure, 'tis too much, my queen. 

Gl.rTSMKISTRA. 

Away 1 away f 
Since my loft ftate admits of no relief, 
To that lad comfort of die .wretched leave me. 
To yield me to my forrowi. 

Attimoant. 

Hear me, madam* 
Once the dear burden of thefe aged arms I 
My tender care from life's firft opening bud ! 
My joy I my glory ! hear your faithful ("errant. 
And, let me add, your friend —In reafon'l eye. 
That never judges on a partial view, 
Far lefs than your misfortune is your guih. ■ ■■ 
Your guilt — Forgive me, 'tis too harfti a word, 
For what defer ves companion more than blame. 
I know the treacherous ways by which you funky 
From pleating peace, to thefe unhappy fears, 
1 his anxious tumult. — 

Clytemnestra. 

Hide me from the view! 
All comfort is in vain.— Away ! 

Attendant. 

Allow me, 
To plead your injur' d caufe againlt your felf. 

When Agamtmnan led the Greeks to Traj, 
And left you, madam, for the pomp of war. 
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Left -you the pride of Grtttt in full-blown beauty, 

The kindefi mother, and the fondefl wife ; 

If Fame lays true, for Trtja* captives left you — 

But that apart. — How did he leave you, lay ? 

Afflicted, out-rag'd, as a queen and mother; 

Betray *d to Julii with your firft-born Hope, 

The blooming Ipbigtnia, under feint 

Of her immediate marriage to Achilla ; 

And there no fooner at the wind-bound fleet 

Arriv'd, but you beheld her fpotlefs blood 

Stream on the fiiUy'd altar of Diana, . , 6 

The price of winds, of a dear-purchasM gale. 

To bear them on to Trey. Thus piere'd with grief, 

Then fir'd by turns to rage, aim oft to vengeance. 

At an ambitions cruel haughty hulband ; 

While all your paffions were together m ix'd, 

And ready for a change ; was you not left 

In a fubmiJEve toothing lover's power, 

Ordain T d your partner in the fovtrergn tule. 

O'er Argot and A/>'«**, but to you 

As pliant ilill as Agamtmnon ftately ? 

Clytimnestk a, rijiog. 
Alas! too true! You touch the fource of woe. 
Why did you leave me, barbarous Jgamtmnon ? 
Why leave me weeping o'er a murder'd daughter r 
Why helplefs leave me to a troubled mind r 
Ah ! why yourielf betray me to a lover ? 
What arts Egiftbui us'd too well I know t 
All that can foftly fleal, or gayry charm, , 
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The heart of woman Hence, dear fad ideas I 

Deftroyers hence ! And dare you tempt me Hill, 

Perfidious Slrem ! in that very moment 

When your falfe charms have wreckt my peace for ever I 

Oh, nature I wherefore, nature, are we form'd 

One contradiction r the continual fport 

Of fighting powers ? Oh • wherefore haft thou fwn 

Such war within us, fuch unequal conflict, 

Between flow reafon and impetuous paffion f 

Paffion refiftlefs hurries us away. 

Eft lingering reafon to our aid can come. 

And to upbraid us then it only fervo. 

Tormentor, ceafcf 

Attemdant. 

You wrong yonrfelf too mudi. 
Think, madam, how for years you baffled love : 
Nor could Sgrftbui, tho' he touch 'd your heart, 
Tho' many a midnight tear, and fecret figh, 
To me, and me alone, difclos'd the pangs, 
That dim'd your fading cheek ; yet could he not, - 
With all his arts, his love, fubmiffion, charms, 
O'orcome the ftruggHng piirpofeof your foul ; 
Till MtlifanJtr, to a defart Me, 
He banim'd from your ear. 

Ciytimnjstka, 

Ah, Miii/enitrf 
Given to the beads a prey, or wilder famine ; 
Ah, perifb'd friend I ferene directing light, 
By Agamemnon left to guide my counieli ; 
Whom every fcience, every mufe adom'd, 

. While 
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Willie tlie gooH honed heart earich'd them all ; 

Oh hadfi thou ftill lemain'd, then I, this day, 

Had been as glorious as I now am wretched 1 

There breathes a felt divinity in virtue. 

In candid unailuming generous virtue, 

Whole very filence (peaks ; and which infpiiea, 

Without proud formal leflbm a difdain 

Of mean injurious vice. Sat loft with him. 

With Mtlifandtr, reafon, honour, pride, 

Truth, found advice, my better genius fled s 

I friendlefs, flatter*'d, importun'd and charm'd 

Was left alone with all-fed'icing love ; 

Love to the future blind, each fober thought, 

Each coniequence defpiung, fcorning all. 

But what its own enchanting dreams uiggeft. 

Whatxould I do \ — Away I felf-flattering guilt t 

I fhould have thought; when honour once is fully'd. 

Not weeping mercy's tears can walh it clean ; 

And that one blot on mine diffus'd a flain 

O'er the proud honour of a wedded king, 

And o'er my children's, my poor blamelefs children's t 

Whofe cheeks will kindle at their mother's name : 

I fhould have thought — Would I could think no more t 

To think is torture I 



Clytsmhbstra. 

Mtlifandtr ! If the dead could hear, 

1 would invoke thy friendly influence now, „ 
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Would wifb. thee prefect in thii hour- of trouble. 
Perhaps there it in wifidom, gentle wifdom, 
That knows our frailties, therefore can forgive. 
Some healing comfort for a guilty mind, 
Some power to charm it into peace again. 
And bid it fmile anew with tight afrcftions. 
No! fruitlefs wifli !— It cannot, cannot be F 
Egifibm who may henceforth give me laws, 
Dread of difcovery, that word tyrant, rtiame, 
And my own confeious blotted heart forbid it, 
Forbid retreat— 

Attendant. 
Madam, behold the man. 
Who, then h pon the watch, obferv'd the fignal 
Of conquer'd Tray, and now attends your orders 
To give a fnll account of what he law. 



SCENE II. 

Clytemnestra, htr Attendants, axdtktMkv. 
win tijfirv'd ibi fignat. 

Clyteunestka. 
Are you then fure that you beheld this fignal ? 
Or was it not fome vifion of the brain, 
That painted, while you flept, your waking wifli f 
Or elfe perhaps tome meteor of the night r 

Man. 
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Han. 

Madam, Troy doubtlefs lies one heap of rains ; 
I law the fignal of in fate diftiniUy . 
The night was dark and Hill. A heavier gloom 
Ne'er cover'd earth. Id low'ring clouds, the flan 
Were muffled deep ; and not one ray, below, 
O'er all Mycin* glimmer'd, or around it. 
When ftrait, at fartheft call, a ruddy light 
Sprung up, and, wide-encreafing, roll'd along ; 
By turns diminifh'd, and by turns renew'd, 
A wave of fire : at laft, it flara'd, confefs'd, 
Front ille to ifle, and beachy point to point : 
Till the laft blaze at NaupUa ended, plain. 
A glorious light ! and as a Greti rejolc'd me. 

ClYTEMNEtTKA. 

How fits the wind ? 

Man. 
It blows from Trtj, dircft ; 
A bold and fteady gale. 

CltTiuhiwr*. 

'Tis well. Retire. 
Your care and. faithful pain* fhall be rewarded. 



SCENE in. 

Clvtemuf.stra, btr Attendant. 

Cl-YTEMSfiSTIlA. 

He comes! he comas! the haplefs viftor comes 1 
Even now his trophy'd vefiel ftreaks the main. 
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' And ploughs the billow* with triumphant prow ; 
Or, by glad crowds receiv'd, perhaps, he hails 
His native ihore, and prefles on (ofluune. 
Kv'n now with glory charg'd, with conqueft gay, 
Crown'd with the laurel* of ten famous years. 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful olive ; 
And after rugged toils and perilous war, 
Soft to repofe him on the myrtle bed 
Of calm domeftic blifs. How vain the hopes 1 
How ftiort the profpeft of believing man ! 
I dare not look before me, dare not paint 
The riling llonn. 

Attendant. 

Behold Bgifibus, Madam: 
Clttemnestra. 
%jsatme\ 



SCENE IV. 

Clttemkestra, Ecisthus. 

Ecisthus, efierfimfilenct. 
And is it thus, O Clyttmnifira, 
Thus that, in hours of danger, lovers meet ? 

[puffing. 

Still coldy Client, (till the look averted, 
Where not one fofcnefs glows ? While anger, fear, 
Duguft and fick repentance, {tufting, cloud 
Yonrvary'd cheek. 'Tis plain you never lov'd. 

4 Cir- 
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Clytbuhiitka. 
Oh that I never had I 

ECDTHVI. 

Yon never dfi!. 
The very power to wifli it proves yon did not. 

Clytiuhkstkb. 
He refer deferv'd my love, who darcifuipecVlt. 

EcifTBUS. 

Not to iufpeft it weafcnefs were and foJJy. 

ClYilMNIlTI*. 

Nor only doubt ; believe your doubts, 

iao. 

Cl.TTIMKESTRA. 

Youdol * 

Ecijthui. ' 

Nay more, am of their troth affur'd. 

Cl,YTIMSIIT«», 

TirWe, ungrateful, an ungenerous intuit, l 

To tell me this. Urge not too far, Egiflkut, 
Urge not too far my guilt-dejected feint. 
Tho' you have trampl'd on my haughty virtue, 
That noble pride of foul, which knows no tear, 
And bean no hvfult ; yet to you, at Iwft, 
To you of all mankind, I will be bold, 
Aa I had never err'd, will be a queen, 
The blood of 7<nw, be Cljtmntfirm ftill. 

Eg i a Tiros. 
Be temperate, madam : I have told you nothing, 
Vol. Ill- G But 
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But that I am not worthy of your lore. 
Cltteunestra. 

Curie on that pride ! which, with affe&ed brow. 
Humility conceals. And am I then fo vile, 
So loft to reafon, honour, cpnsaoa honour ; 
A) without lore, that all c«nip«lling.iWy, 
Without debating, thoughtlefs, blind blind kw»j 
To bow me from the height of happy life. 
To this low fearful ftate of coward ibaiwef 
Miftake me not— I would not waite one word, 
One pafung word, affronted thus to lave you 
Prom jealoufy's worft rage ; did not, alas ! 
A kind of mournful jullice to my felf 
Tear from my fwtlling heait the. mean confeffiotr. 
How art thou fallen ! to what difhooour fallen:! 
Unhappy Clpmm/ira.l 

EciJTHBI. 

. Hufii Conftruftion ! 
And yet theft frowns delight that auger charm* nc 

O more than lorely I O majeftic iair-oacJ 
Since you then knew thcjealonj force of ion. 
Forgive itt tender rcMt, its fond offence ; 
Offence I coald not mean. - 

ClYTItMItTKA. 

lU-faudfel 

Who muft forgive 

EOUTKV* ■ 

Nay rather calt me from you, 
Than thus ipbraidme with fo foce'd a pardon. ' 
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O Cljitmnejtra! where are now thole looks, 
Thofe looks of failing heaven, of radiant fweetnefs, 
That wak'd our morn oflove? Within whafc fph ere, 
No evil dorft approach, no fadnefi dwell i 
While the charm M gazer knew nor fear nor danger '? 
And let they then ac -laft in gloomy quarrels? 
Let us not qnarreL Why fhould brers qdarrt! I 
Life is for that too fhort, too precious time ; 
Thefe moments chiefly, theft impetuous momenU, 
That to the brink of nrin feem to roll 
Our mingled fate. Even now — 

Clytehseith. 

"Tistrue! TJstnwl 
Alas 1 methitiks, in every hollow bhft, 
That (hakes this palace, .Aganimno/icomes. 
Yes, yes, lEgifttm, flBl a proof remains, 
A matchleft proof of love, I mean to give you. 
Glad will I tliroiv this regal pomp and*, 
And, infiant, with yon feek fome diihint country. 
Some gloomy Tbradaa Dale, where piny Htmut 
May wrap us in impenetrable fhade : 
There, there, the coarfeft life, fed by hard toil. 
Will be luxurious eafe to what I feel. 
To this big pang that labours at my heart, 
And fires my mingling paflioris intoangnifh. 
Quick 1 let us fly, Egiflbui, fly this moment! 
The next may fe'ize us, bind us down to iharne, 
Deteftedflumiel " 

O'a* ■ "EcisTrfiis. 
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EciJTBVt. 

What I Ctynmfirat Ayt 
That m indeed the road direfl to (name. 
To infamy for ever. He who flics, 
In war or peace, who hi* great purpofe yields. 
Jit ii the only villain of thia world : 
But he who labours firm and gain* bii point, 
Be what it will, which crowns him with fucce&. 
He it the fon of fortune and of fame, 
By thofe admir'd, thofe fpecioiu villain* moil, 
That elfe had bellow'd out reproach againfl him. 

Befides your huiband, your rain-glorious hnibandp 
Proud, AgMMtn***, who ten yean bat warr'd 
AtTrtj, to fcourge yourMer ffe/n'mpK, 
IJream you that he would not purine our flight, 
Tho* we took ihclter in Cimauriam fhadet, 
And drag us back, the (corn of hiffing Gr/tct, 
To then deferv'd, to true, unnity'd matne. 

ClTTEMNIJTHA. 

GxcnJe my weaker heart. But bow, Egifibmt t 
How fliall Tbcar an injur'd hufband't eye r ' 
The fierce^ foe wears not a look lb dreadful. 
At does the man we wrong. 

.EoiSTHW. 

Madam, your rears 
■Call a falfe.glare upon your troubled reafon, 
That blinds it quite. — An injur'd hufhand he ! 
Hewrong'dl'No, CljUmncflra never, never. 
Can never wrong her tyrant rfgemmnen, 

Tyrant 
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Tyrant of common Griicc; can never wrong 

"Flic man who leaves ber ten regandlefs years, 

Vnr the vain honours of a foolifh war ; 

Nay, who confum'd thofe years, if fame (peaks true;. 

In nothing lefs than war ,- inftead of war, 

In fliamefal {quibbles with his nobler friends, 

About their captive females, training out' 

An amorous revel rather than a war, 

far from his country, family and queen. 

Andean you wrong this ftlfe-one? Think of Aalii. 

How bafely to that port yon waa betray'd, 

And what dire nuptials wsutceVthereyaur daughter. 

Think with what price he bought his cruel trophies. 

Behold the firft-born blofiom of your youth, 

Yoar Iphigtxia, her mild eyes dejefted, 

Her cheak o'ercaft" with tear, her bofom bare,- 

An h*iplefj, harmlefs, uncomplaining victim, 

Stab'd by tlie murderous Cakhtu -, whilfi her father, 

Her unrelenting rather, to protect 

The facrifke, (lands by. Behold, Jhe bleeds, 

Pours the rich flream the drew from that fair bofom, 

Fatti like a drooping flower- untimely, cut i 

And all to purchafe for her fire's impatience, 

From fome fell demon that bdy 'd Diana,. 

A riling gale. The gale begins to blow. 

The pendants flutter ; when away he goes, 

•Bayly be goes; and leaves a wretched mother,. 

To weep her murdcr'd child. — If yet one fpark : 

Qi wonted fpirit barns in Clytimmfira, 

G n W 
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If (he flill lives to juflkc and to nature ; 
Thele, thefc are wrongs, that call aloud for vengeance ; 
And there are hands that boldly — ftart not, madam-" 
That will with pride avenge you. 

CkYTEMNESTHA. 

Ha! what hands? 
What vengeance, 6y r Touch not fb wild a firing! 
It wakes new difcord iu my jarring inul. 
Totliejuit gods, not us, pertaioeth vengeance. 
I cannot, will not, e'er contest to — Gods ! 
Where roves my tongue?— Yon did not mention that. 
Yon did not mean it fore — Go. ipare, Egijttmi, 
In pity fpare my laft remain* of virtue I 
Oh make roe not beyond recovery vile t 
A horror to myfdf I— How wrecked they, 
Who feel, yet cannot lave, their dying virtue 1 

\4fmt b-ri. 
What means this tranfport of themadning people; 
Oh my presaging heart ! — Save me I — Again! 
Ah 1 little think they how their joy diHra&s o.e t 

EciCTHUl. 

Some move this way — Rel'moe youi temper, madam. , 
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SCENE V. 
J# Clytimhtstia on Off 1 cm Uugb^Htbttmrt. 

Officer. 

Madam, the king is near, from NaafiU comet j 
But fucb. rejoicing crouds around him throng. 
As makes his journey How. Juft now arriv'd 
leltbybiis brings the news, and cravct admittance. 

CLTTSMNBtTKA. 

Conduft him hither. 

SCENE VI. 

ClYTBU MIlTt. A, mlMU. 

Oh too faithful fignal t 
' Now mull I take another ftep in vice. 
Down, ftubbom heart 1 and learn diBimulatioD : 
Yes, leam to {mile, tho'forrow wrap thee round i 
Learn to be friends with bafenefs.-r-See ! how gay 
This herald ftrides along ! Miftaken man I 
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SCENE vn. 

C».t;t.em suits. a, Ta etht* iv9, miibfimi Greciatt 
faliitrt that alitnd him. 

Clttihneitia, 
Welcome, T*!tbjln*t ; welcome, yc brave Grtth. 

How fire* eke king r 

TaLTHTIIU!. 

Madam, the king is well j 
Healm, happinefc, and glory, join to crown him; 
Hig bean, impatient to confer with yours, 
Sends me before htm with iu wanneft wifhes, 
Its warmeit gratulations. Tell, be (aid, 
" Go tell my Cfyttmrntftro, that the thoughts 
" Of meeting her awake a dearer, joy 
** Than conqaeft ever gave ; even tedious Teem* 
** My peopleVlove, mat loses me a-, moment. 

This crown which circled once the royal brows, * 

Of Hetmia, of Priam's lofty quern, 
He prays you. to accept. 

Cl.YTEMNKSTKA. 

There fet it down. 
I own,. Tahlghuu, the foft moifture fills 
My womanuri eyes, while on the fudden turns. 
Of fate I think, on fortune's fad reveries. 
Oft when blind mortals think themfelves fecare,. 
In height of blifs, they touch the brink of rub. 
But lure your voyage has been wondrous quick. 
Mot three full days.— Is all the fleet returned r 
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TALTKTdlVli 

Not madam ; none, except this Angle (hip; 
"Which bore the king : the reft are fcatter'd wide. 
When to. the joyous breeze we fpread oar faiky 
And left that bay, where Sim*ii and Setmamdh- 
Mix with the rapid HtlUflfnt i-whilfrfrip, . 
Or what waa Trtr, yet wreathing unoak'to heaven. . 
And Ida's woody top, receding,- funk- 
Beneath the trembling main, the iky wai fair)' 
And, wingUour courfe with flender aim, we nuTd*. 
TSl Unit, as evening fell, the flattering gale, 
Encroafing gradual, .from the red notth-eaft. 
Blew ftiff and fierce. At lafi the tempeft howl'd. 
Next morning, nought but angry fea* and due*. 
Appear'd, conflifting, round. Mean, time, right «V 
Our. flrong-ribb'u veflel drove before the blaft. 
That, falling fome what off in fury, gave ua 
, A quick aufpkkna voyage. Safe, we pafi'd 
The CfelaJiQcs, that, o'er the troubled deep, . 
Seem'd then-to float amidil the mingling Horm. . 
Only at one, with much ado, we touch'd, 
Nor without rifqne. 

Clythhkisti*. 
And why I 
1jK.a*Hnfttr*. . 

Madam, compelTd. 
By fecred pity. On the foaming beach! 
A mifcrable figure beck'ning flood, 
Horrid* and, wild, with famine worn away. 

Gj. His. 
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His plaintive voice, half by the murmuring furge 
Abforpt, joft reachM our ears. In Gwri he aall'd. 
And ftrong adjur'd us by tie gemle gods. 
That make the wretched their peculiar care. 
To bear him thence, from favage folitude. 
Into the chearJnl haunts of men again. 

ClTT^MHfiSTBA. 

What J— Of condition look 'd he i 

TAfcYHYBlV*. 

So he fam'dr 
Tho' dira'd by berpleft folfcary life. 
The king regards him much— Forgrae me, madam i 
2 fee the rueful image but dtfturb* 
Your generous foul. 

Clttbmnsstha. 

I thank yon, good Tchfyhhi ; 
And from the king hiraftlf wiil learn the reft. 
This ibg, on which a viftory is carv'd 
With curious art, befits the news you bring t 
I am your debtor flill; and, foldiers, yours. 



End of tin Fh-jijttt. 
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ACTH. SCENE I. 

Clytbunestka, Attbbdant. 

CLYTtMNtSTft*. 

Rriv'd fofotjn! I«m ant half proptrM : 



. My fettiirei «B are funk with coofcioui (hame s 
My eyes are yet too tender to dii&sabfc. 

■ Attkwpakt. 
Madam, be firm. Wipe off" ttefe gloomy tears. 
In which too plain is read your troubled tool. 
J uft now the trumpet fpoke the king's approach. 

CLYTBMNBtTllA. 

Ti»come, at lart, the trying hoar is oome ! 
Oh that my heart were hard, and features fake I— 
Again dieie trumpets fwell — 

Attendant. 



A moment will betray you. 

Clytbhkbstra. 

Open, earth, - 
And fwallow rip my fhame ! — What can I do P 
Where look ? what i»v ? confufioa ] torture f 

C 6 Attiw- 
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Attindadt. 

Madam — 

Cl.rTRMNESTKA. 

Ah, coward that lam ! Was there no dagger,. 
To fave thii ten-fold death?' 

AwmiiiAnT. 

Harkl loo&jadjttai. 
The triumph" cornel. 

CtTTBuaaiTaa. 

WeH: — give me breath— 
[fidtrnKiariag H cimpe/t btr nguaimt 
AcAUEUNOH, hibimJ tht Stllut. 

Leave me, jny.friendi'. 

Clt-tiwmiit«a. 

Ha [heard yon not his voice? 
Tea, yet, 'tis hel Go, bring my children hither: 
'Chef may relieve me. 

Atti^dakt. 
O remember t< 

Gl.TTBV»ItT*A. 

HeavtiM-t' 
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S C E N E if. 

ACAUBMMOff, C«.*TKMNI9-T*A.- 
ACAMBMHON. 

Where is any life I my love f • my C/jtm*tJlra t { 
Q let me preft thee to my fluttering foul. 
That is on wing to mix itfelf win thine I 
Othou, for whom I live, for whom I conquer. 
Than glory brighter i O my Cfjitmmtjira h 
Now, in thii dear embrace,. I lot the toils 
Of ten yean war j. abfence,. with all its paint, . 
Is by this charming moment wip'daway. 
All-bouateon go** I Sure,, never was a heart 
So full,, 4b cleft aa mine.— - {Difcwvtring bit Ji/crAf. 
But whence, myfuref.1. 
What mean these tears f — Not tears of. happy love. 
Such a* 1 {bed.— What means that clouded look, 
Whole downcaft fweetnefs will not mine upon me ?. 
Why this cold meeting? Why unkindly datnp'd 
My ardor thus 1 Oh fpeak, my Ciyttmatjtrm I 

Cj. T.T BM H BJ TJUI . 

Borgive me, -Agamtmiua ', but I cannot, 

JHatJ, I cannot fee your face again. 

Without reflecting where I faw you lafL. 

Julh is prefent to my eyes anew, 

The lhips, the chiefs, the guards, the bloody QUdtu^. 

Ail.thcdirepom^of iacrincc around; 
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Anew my daughter bleeds, bale! y deed v'd I 

And when I tee that awful brow, that doom'd herv 

Can Agammnm wonder at my tears 1 

Acamihkom. 
Why will my Clyttmmjlra add new flings 
To what here rankles bat wo deep already t 
Ah ! why. iaqmtc to me the work of fete 1 
*Tis not indulging private indiuatian, 
The felfiOt paOou, that foftaina the world, 
And lends its rulersgrace; no, 'tis not thence 
That glory tarings, and high immoral deads t- 
The public good, the good of others, ftiJl 
Muft bear food nature down, m Ian who darn 
Afpire to worthy rule ; unpe n— ho»our 
Still o'er the moft dtftingoi&M loadi it inott. 
Waa it for me t — Let even y«w joJtea* judge —f 
For ^owMtiMw was it, when ordain 'd. 
By common voice the general of the <«■«*»; 
While rwenty kings beats* ray banner imwh'i j 
And while around nw full triTemblea Grntt, 
Indignant, kindled at your fitter's rape, 
On her old native foe demanding vengeance. 
On faithlefe Jfia : Waa it then for me. 
To qoench this glorious flame r Andtorefuie , 

One life to thoufands, to thofe generous thoafandb> 
That for my honour, for the dearer honour 
Of CJjtmtofirfs family, flood all 
Prepar'dtodief IT to the mingled voice 
Of honour, duty, glory, public good, 

Of 
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Of the commanding gods, I had been deaf t 

And, in the feeble father, poorly funk 

The Grttt, the chief, the patriot and the king. 

Greater than king, the general of the Grttfo; 

Then you yourfelf, my Cff*mmtjlr*'s felf, 

Mull (let her heart avow thc-trach) hare fcom'd u, 

Nor think k was an eafy reugnotion. 

Oh Cltttmntfim I Mad you fern within, 

What here within my (ortur'd befom paft'd t 

To that my battles fince weie only (port. 

No, Dot the kindeft mother, bath'd in tears, 

As o'er her agonizing babe fh* hang), 

Feels what I loffwrM (ken — You may remember — *— i 

Again the fethor molts me at the thought — 

You may remember hew I'-JiH my fcoe J 

Alham'd to- let ■ the -Omits *fcu»d betold : 

The tears, that mifteeatna rltcit gmtenl's cheek. 

Then ceafe to blame what rather merits pity, 

I might add praife.— tfc, who the father's heart 

More tender has than mine, 1 too tender has it, 

I love my children, as a ftther fliould; 

fiendes, I love fhetn from a. fofter caufe, 

I lqye my Qjttamtfirn. 

CLTTB-MNl'StR-*. 

Had, da!- 
Had Agamtamm Wit We, would he, nay, 
Could he have left me huhe rage of grief. 
My daughter yet *em bleeding m »y flghi f 
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Left me lb long ? lore furely mutt have found, 
h die wide round often revolving years. 
Some way to fee me, to prevent thefe forrows— 
Why was I that abandon'd, jigamwa** f 

Aoahbmhoh, 
Letjuc ld& off thefe tears.— O beauteoas tears [ 
If fiied by doubting love, if flied for abfence. 
Instead of thefe reproaches, sue me rather, . 
How I that abfcnce bore: and herejUl word* - 
AH eloquence is dumb, to fpeak the-, pangs,. . 
That lurk'd beneath the rugged brow of war. 
When glaring day was clos'd^aad huuYd the camp,!. 
QUI then, amid ten dsoafind other cases, ,. 
Thole ftung the keenest that remember* d- thee, . 
That on my long-left CljUm*tJir* thought. 
On what wild feas and mountains lay between u*. 

Unhappy man 1. 

Aoasiemnow. 
What (ays my ClyUmstfiraf* 
Clyteunesim. 
Unhappy mortals 1 by vain words deceiv'd, , 
To their own pride, to joylcfs honour flares. 

AcAWIUtiON. 

He, he, alone, can claim a right to blifs, 
Who has fulfilled the painful raflc of honour. . 
Clttbuxiitra. 

But what avails a.right to vaniih'd blift? - 

AC*. 
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AOAUIMKOH. 

Let me once more adjure thee^ Ctjttmntfira,. 
By every tender name of lore adjure thee. 
To lofe in kind oblivion- thefe our pail— 
I would not call them quarrels — Ah ! there «n r 
There was a time -I will indulge the thought — 
When everlafting tranfport tun'd oar fouls : 
When join'd to vernal life, the fpring of lore 
Around ni gayly bio w'd I and heaven and earth,. 
All failing nature look'd delighted on. 
Yet, would my Cljttwufir* lend her aid, 
1 know a paflion dill more deeply chinning 
Than fever'd youth e'er felt ; and that is iore r m 
By long experience nullow'd into frtendfliip. 
How far beyond that froward child of fancy I 
With beauty pleas 'd a while, anon difgsfted, 
Seeking fame other toy; how far more noW* 
Is this bright offspring of unchanging reafon, 
That fonder grows with age and charms for evert 

Ft is not often, Ctjtimniflra, thus, 
That I fobmlt to double my intieatiea j 
But, oh defflroy not the collected hopes 
Of life and love I Oh make not conqueft. hateful f 
I (Rail abhor it, if it toft me thee, 
Coft me thy love. A daughter was too much. 
And ten years abfenoa from my Cijiemntfira. 
Add not to thefe a lofs I cannot bear. 
The lots of thee, thou lovelieft of thy fex I 
And once the kinddt! 

Clc- 
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Clytemmistha, 

Ok I 

AgAMBUNON. 

Turn not away ; 
There is relenting goodnefi in thy look. 

Cjuttiumestka. 
Alas ! untimely foodnefs— — Agamimrto* f 
Too generous Jgxmewmtn! yon diftrefs toe. 
Would you were not to kind, So tender, DOW f 
Or ne'er had bee* io cruel 1 

AcAMSMttO*. 

'Tatnjaft 
To call tot cruel. Fate, the Otxb, *w foi-MM 
Were cruel CO w both •—What could I more 
To (both onr partmg wots, ad cafe my abftwor 
I left you MififMmUr t» advkc you, 
Left you the mfeft, takhfuUeft and beft — 
Oh whhp'riog nature 1 Aienot thefemy duMml 



5CEKE E 
Acaiiimnon, Clttemnestka, Elects** 

OsESTES. 
ACAUIHHOm. 

My daughter I my EJtSra I 

EtECT*A. 

O my father I 

Ae*- 
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AflAMEMNOH. 

Come to my aims, my boy ! my dear Orijhi f 

In whom I lire anew, my younger felf I 

Acid thou, F.leJJra ; in thy opening cheek 

I mark thy mother's bloom : n«n fo (he Iook'd, 

Such the mild light with which her beauty ilawn'd. 

Oh thou (oft image of my Cfyumiufirm f 

My other Ifbigmia I 

Elbccba, 
On my father ! 
My joy I my pride I my glory I whom, in drew i, 
I oft hare ben, as if retorn'd from f>#* j 
But ftill nnwekome morning, with A tear, 
Wip'd out the dear ttlufion of the night. 
And k it then no mote a fekhWs vifio* t 
Oh 'tis my father ! whole departam hence, 
And Ipbigr*W& death I juft remember. 
How glorious /f/Hgtma, was thy death 1 
A death I envy rather than lament. 
Who would not die to gain immortal fame. 
Deliver Cruet, and crown a father's glory ? 

Agamemnon. 
Come to my arms again, my generous daughter f 
And thou my Ion 1 O that thy tender years 
Had fufTer'd thee to fhare our toils at try ( 
•Tis war that forms the prince : 'tis hardihip, toil ; 
"Tis flceplefa nights, and never-refting days ; 
'Tis pain, tis danger, 'ris affronted death } 
'Tis equal fate for all, and changing fortune j 

That 
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That rear die mind to glory, that Infpire 
The nobleft virtue* and die gentleft manners. 
Where fliall I find, to teach thee thefc,- Qrtjttt,. 

Another Trvff 

OlItTli. 

How happy had I been ! 
To have beheld what J-uraft only near I 
But I wiQ hear it often, every day ■ 
Will learn your ttory, ftudy your example j 
Will try to mix your virtues with your blood, 
And nMtfiTgrace the laurels I inherit-. 
My bofom flutters with I know not what — 
— Forgive me, Sir, I am too young to lay it — 
But fbmething here I feel, which bids me hope 
That I fliall not betray my father's honour. . 

Acajisunoii. 
Son of my foul .'——Look here, my CJjttmmJirm f 
Look here and weep with tendemefs and tnuuport 1 
What b all taftelefs luxury to this 1 
To thefe bell joys, which holy love beftows ? 
€> nature 1 parent nature ! thou, alone, 
Art the true judge of what can make us happy | 

Enltr an fgittr Mmtging It iht coat. 
Orr.icu. 
t,gifihus, Sir, attends.. 

AOAMEHHON, 

Go, bid him enter. 
Retire, my Cfyttmatflra, my dear children : 

We foon. fliall meet again, 'till then farcwel. ' 

s c A w-a 
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SCENE IV. 

Aoamih HOW. 
"Obey me, features, for one fupple moment? 
You ^hall not long be tortnr'd. Here, in coarta> 
We moA not wear the foUier'i booeft face. 
He little thinki I have him in the (hare 
OF Mtlifandn, . whom, in my ncturn, 
I from that defart ifland chanc'd to fi»ve, 
To which law ruffian 

SCENE V. 

AOAUEUHOM, EcilTlIUJ. 
EcitTHUt. 

Health to Jgummnn! 
Ancf happhteft refponfive to his glory ! 

AcAkUMNON. 

Coufin, 2 greet 70a well. 

Ecdthvs. 
Forgive me. Sir.' 
Yoo have furprix'd us with this quick return : 
For by that fignal, whofe illuftrious flame 
iKejoic'd all Gruct, we did not hope your pretence 
Thefe thaee days hence. Forgive, that, imprepar'd, 
"We only with that joy, that tnmfport, wonder. 
Which fwell each-G««'a* bofom, thus receive you. 

And 
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And truly fuch a burft I hare not feen 

Of that belt triumph. City, country, all. 

Is in a gay triumphant rempcfl toft. 

I fcarcc could prefs along. The trumpet's voice 

Is loft in load repeated (houts tkat raife 

Your name to heaven. Ten thou land eyes, below, 

Ake to behold the conqueror of ?>•». 

Aoxusmmok. 
The noblcft praife that can fkliite my ear. 
The fweetcft miifa, is my people's joy. 
But fore your tongue has done-it ample jufticc t 
Truft me, yon blazon a defcriptkm weD. 
I have not heard fo much obliging fpeech 
Thetc many years.' ■ 

Ec-lSTHUi. 

Mifconftrue not my zeal : 
On the full heart obedient language waits. 
1 feel fo deep yWufgferr, Agmntnam, 
As mingles with my. joy a foft'of paffion^ 
That almoft touches envy. O ye gods 1 
Has, while I liv'd, a war, the-moft reaowtM 
Which any age e'er law, or lhafl again 
Be feen ; a war,- whole aerer -dying fame 
Will coveF earth, and reach remotet tine, 
Has iuch a war adorn'd my days, and I 
Mot lhar'd its glory t Pining here, unknown, 

In nametefs neaoe how have 1 loft my life ! 

Acamemhon. 
Tlii««rdori» the- mode- But-know, EgiJHmi, 

2 That 
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That ruling a free people well in peace, 
Without or yielding or ufurping power ; 
Maintaining firm the honour of the laws. 
Yet fometimes foftening their too rigid doom. 
As mercy may require I fleering the flats, 
Thro' factious ftonnt, or the more dangerous calms 
Of peace, by long continuance grown corrupt * 

Befides the fair carreer which fortune open* 

To the mild glories of pjwectad arts, 

To bounty, to beneficence, to deeds 

That give the gods themiclves their brighteft beams: 

Yes, know, that there are, in true glory equal. 

If not fuperior, to deluding conqueft : 

Nor lefs demand they conduct, courage, care, 

A nd perfevering . toil . 

Egisthus. 

Say thanHefs toil, 

Harfh and unpleanng; that inftead of praife 

And doe reward, meets oftner foam, reprosxh. 

Fierce opposition- to the ckarefi meafaras j 

Injoftice, banifhment, or death itfelf : 

Such is the nature of malignant man. 

Not fo the viaor's meed : Him all approve, 

Hum all admire. 

AOAUEUNO*. 

Yet tho* a tottfem* task, 
Tho' an ungrateful labour oft to rule ; 
I not fo hardly of inatuund, Egi/kia, 
Prefume to judge. Truth, wi torn , courage, j uftice, 

Bcnefi- 
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Beneficence, and for the public good 
A conftant tenor of well-bud ddigni, 
Muft ftill be awful in the worft of timet. 
Be amiable, clear ; while worth, at but 
Will light op worth, and virtue kindle virtue. 
You wai however eas'd of half the toil, 
By him I left to coanfel Clyimmfira, 
By Mtlifauttr. 

EollTRUf. 

Would to heaves I had! 

ACAMIHKOH. 

Yon moch amaze me.« ■■■■!* not Me&fanier 
Wife, juft and faithful? 

EOllTHUt. 

Sir, I muft confc& 
He wore a ipecfetu m t fc< 

Acamimhok- 

Beware, T.gifilmi; 
I know hk Aedfaft worth, and will not bear 
The. faitheft hint that ftains the man I love. 

Ecuthu*. 
Then urg'd by truth and in my own defence, 
I boldly will afTert him, Agamtmmn, 
To be more apt to trouble and embroil, 
Than fare a Kate. A certain ftubbom virtue, 
I would lay affectation of blunt virtue. 
Beneath whole outride froth, fermenting lay 
Pride, envy, faction, turbulence of foul. 
And ■democratic views, in fome fort made him 
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A fecret traitor, equally unfit 

Or to obey or rule. But that I check' d 

His early troafoni,, here at your mora, 

Yob might have found your kingdom a republic 

Agameuhon. 
Olfhalllofeall patience)—. {Afidt, 

You do well. 
To give your aecuktion open fyeceh.- ' 
Meantime, remember you muft fully prove it, 
You muJi \— And be who Mttifamdrr proves 
The wretch you have defcrib'd, prove* man is vain, 
And laps the broad foundations of all truft. 
I know he would not patiently look on, 
And differ ill deigns to gather ftrongth, i 

Awaiting gentle feafons ; yes, I know 
He had a troublefome otd-faJnion'd way 
Of (hocking courtly ears with horrid truth. 
He was no civil ruffian : none of thofe, 
Who lye with twitted looks, betray with fhrngs— ; 
I wax too warm — But he was none of thofe* 
la none of thofe doft-lkking, reptile, clofe, 
Infin uating, fpeckled, fmooth court-ferpents, 
That make it fo nnfafe, chiefly for kings. 
To walk this Weedy world— Pardon my heat— 
I wander from the purpofe— You Egifibus, 
Muft prove your charge, to Mtltfoxdtr's face 
Muft prove it. '_ * 

EoiiTirtra. 

8ure!y-*£in« the princely faith 
Of your own blood you doubt-* 
Vol. HI. H Aoa- 

,, .Google 
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Friendfliip and truih 
Are more a-kin to me than blood, ' 

EeisTHtrs. 

You (hall, 
You fhall have proof ; b ut to his face you cannot . 

Agamemnon. 
But 10 his face I will I— I cannot! why? 

Egisthu*. 
He wanders far from hence, I know not where, 
For, when I found him .in undoubted traitor, 
Tho' he the heavicd puniwment deferv'd ; 
Yet in regard to that efteem, which, once, 
You deign 'd to bear him, boniihment alone 
Was all I did inflirt. 

Agamemnon: 

. I thank -yon, fir — 
O you are wondrous good I— But tell me, ho iv, 
How durit you meddle in the fphere atfign'd 
To Clytemncjsra ? He was left to her ; 
To be her courrfellor I left my friend. 
Left Milifandir ; left a man, whom long. 
Whom well 1 knew ; perhaps, to check you, left him,-' 
And you.pretend, you f — But I will be calm — 
Thefe paffions in a king to his inferiors, 
Who cannot anfwer equal, axe not comely. 
Forgive my tranfport — A more quiet houi" 
'Shall fift this matter to the bottom, mall 
Dv.MtUfandir or ^//ifoujuftico. 

■ JSCEN 
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SCENE VI, 
Egisthus. 
Now go thy way, wok open-hearted man. 
Thus to declare the ruin thou intended . 
Go, rate thy Trajan Oaves; and eUewhere praftife 
This infolence of camps. Tame, as I ftem, 
Submiflivc, mild, and patient of thy threats ; 
Vet, ere to-morrow's fun beholds Myttn^, 
My fure-aim'd blow mall pierce thy (Veiling heart. 
And coo! this tyrant fever in thy veins. 
Were not oar blood, our kindred blood at variants; 
And therefore burning with immortal hate i 
Had not thy rather Atrtus, at a banquet, 
A dreadful barrqtretl from whofe fight the fun 
Tarn'd back edips'd, terv'd— - Monftroas !— up to mine> 
To his own brother, to the pale Ttyifiei, 
His murder'd forts : didft thou not wear a crown 
Then by thy father ravifli'd from our line, 
Mycin*'* crown, which he unjuftly feiz'd, 
And added to hit own, to that of Jrgei : 
Had I not ftain'd thy- bed with Clylemnrfira : 
Tho' fafety did not urge, and fejf- defence : 
Yet this vile treatment, treatment fie for Haves ; 
Thanks to thy fury 1 this has fix'd thy doom. 
Some foolilh fcruples, that (till hung about me, 
Are by this friendly tetnpeft blown away.— 

But Clyiemntfira comes. How mall I calm 
Her troubled mind I How bring bet to my paipofe i ■ 
Hz SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Clyt.emnestra, Ecisfmrs. 

Clyteunestra. 
Here let me kneel, Ep/ibm, grafp thy kneesi 
Here let me grow till my requeft be granted., 
Now is the very crifis of my fate. 

EciSTHUS. 

What fight is this I fee? Rife, Cljttmmtfiral 

Thou feireit, inoft majeftic of thy fex I 

It milbecomes thee much this fuppliant pofture, 

there is nothing, nothing, fure, which you 
Need ftoop to aik ! fpeak, anil command it, madaa, 

Clyt.emhestka. 
Then let us henceforth be, as if this love 
Had never been betwixt us. 

Ec 1ST HIT I. 

Ceafe to love thee ! 
'What wild demand I Impofliblel— Even now, 
Endeai'd by danger, by diftrefs endear'd, 

1 for thee feel a fonder pang, than e'er 
I felt before. 

Clytemnestka. 
No ! theie deluding words 
Can charm no longer ; their enchantment flies ; 
Aid in my brealt the guilty paffions jar 

Unkind, 

o,Goog]c 



AGAMEMNON, 149 

Unkind, unjoyous, un harmonious all. 

Ah me ! from real happinefs we ftray , 

By vice bewikkr'd ; vice, which always leads,. 

However fair at firft, to wilds of woe. 

ECUTHUS. 

Ah I Cfytmntftrai didftthou lore — 
Ci.yte.mn est ft a. 

No more T 
Seduce my fod no more I Here will I ftop— 
Beyond this line 'tis mtfery, 'tis madness, 
The fur^w ftato their torches, vultures tear, 
The mingled tortures of the daan'd await m«. 
Oh I if your paflion be not merely feWHh, 
If the lead tendarMft forme you feel, 
Drive me no farther down the gulph of woe t 
To happinefs I bid a laft ferewel! ; 
I. a& not happinefs : no, that I leave 
To innocence and virtue ; peace, alone. 
Some poor remains of peace is all I alk, 
Not to be greatly wretched, plung'd in horrors 1 
And yet, who knows, the heavenly fpark, that fleeps 
Beneath thefe embers, yet may fpread anew 
Its chearful luflre — AH may yet be well— 
For Agamemnon was lo kind, fo gentle, 
With fuch a holy tender flame lie burn'd, 
As might have kindled in a barbarous breaft 
Humanity and virtu e, 

EciSTHXIS. 

All pretence. ■ 
H J Iguefj 
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I gucfs his aim ! I penetrate his purpote. 
On you he la vilh'd fondneli, while on me 
He lowT'ddeuniction. Doubtleii, with hit ear. 
Some villain has been bufy ; and he means 
Pirfi to divide us, then with greater cafe, 
To ruin both —And can you then be caught,. 
Caught with the common prafBiuted fpeeches, 
That oft have ficken'd on the glowing lip 
Of many a Trtjan Dave ? Chrjfiu had them i 
Bri/tii too : and now Cuffamir; (he, 
Who, more like a triumphant queen than captive, 
It every Imur expected — 

Clyteuhiitka. 

Whu «*/«■*•*■ 

EoiSTMUI. 

O It imports you little what Cejfeadra f 

Thus poorly tame yon ne'er will want CafikuirMi- 

Wbat is become of Clyltiantfira'i fpirit, 

That fhe can thus forget her high defcent, 

Forget lier rank, her honour, nay forget 

Her injuries r 

ClYTEMHESTRA. 

lint what Cajfandra, (ty t 
Egisthus. 
Why Priam's daughter, the prophetic priacefs, 
The proud, the young, the beautiful Caffandr* : 
So vain of heart, (he dreamt Apolla lov'd her, 
And, on her plighted faith to crown his love 
Beftow'd the gift of prophecy ; the gift- 
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In her poffcffioE, flic decerv'd the god ; 

Whence he, provok'd, with this condition dafli'd it,. 

Of never gaining credit. So the tale, 

The fable runs— Yet, on my foal, I think, 

Bid She give out, (he will be queen of Jrgii, 

She were indeed a prcphetefs. 

Cf.YTEUNE*TXA. 

'Tii well. 
You mean it for an infnlt this, you do. 
What elfe could tempt you tq deride me, fir* 
With fuch extravagance j_ 

w EGjSTHVt*. 

Mi (lake me not,, 
I mean it, madam, for a. ferkms troth, 
1 mean it for a certainty y i£ thus 
You droop, unnerv'd with thefe dejecting fears. 

Clytimnistra. 
CafatJra (jMfaof JrgtiF- 

' Eoisthos. 

Y«, of A,i>* v ■ 
While Qyttmwtfim in a prifon pines ; 
Where She may weep, and moralize at leifure. - 

ClYTBI«JI1BT*A. 

By heavens ! ihe vifits firit her father's fhade. 

Egisthus. 
There (hone your native felf. Let bright revengej 
I{houldfay juflice, difG pate thefe clouds, 
Thefe melancholy whims of ill-jadg'd virtue. 
And fliew you burning with your former luftre. 

H 4 Madam, 
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Madam, oar fates ore blended : know, we ftaad 
Or fall together. Shame, contempt, and ruin, 
Or fafcty, love, and glory, is oar choke. 
And can we doubt a moment I 

&.TTIUHESTXA. 

But SgiJUmt— 

ECISTB0S. 

I know the pnrpofe of thy pleading eye. 
Of that hereafter™ We fhall meet again— 
My pretence now is wanted in- thi city, 
Pear nothing— Thou (halt know before we aft,. 
Thou, for whofe fake alone I aft and live I 
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ACT III; SCENE L 

Arcas, MllISANDEl. 

Arcas. 

AN D have I found my long-loft friend again f ' 
My Mtlifander! But To chang'd your look, . . 
So fickly'd with a kind of thoughtful fadnets, 
So funk each feature, by feven drooping years 
Spent in that defart ifle, as baffled quite 
My wandring recollection, 

MsLISAKDEA. 

True, <fcat Areet .* 
For what a helplefs creature, by himfelf, 
Ii the proud lord of this inferior world, 
Vain feeble man I the commoners of nature, 
Each wing that flits along the fpacious fky. 
Is lefs dependant than their boafting matter. 

Hail focial life t into thy pleafing bounds • 
Again I come, to pay the common Dock 
My fhare of fervice ; and, in glad return, 
TiKtafle thy comforts, thy protected joys. - 

He. AkCAt. 

o,Goog]c 
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Akcas. 

greatly welcome ! you deferve them weir,. . 
You well deferve the fecial life you polifh. 

Still on my thought your ftrange delivery dwells. 

By Agamcin*** left to aid the queen,. 

With faithful counfel, while he warr'd xttrej; 

And thus by Agamtmr.ua to be fav'd, 

Returning from that conquefl I wondrous chance », 

Or rather wondrous conduit of the gods ! 

By mortals, frem-.their blindntfs, chance mifnam'd. 

Mean time, inilruil me, while the king rcpofes, 

How was you fnatch'd away ? and how, fo long,. 

Could you this dreadful folitude fupport f J 

1 burr* tthknow the whole. 

Tis thus, my friend* 
While funk in nnfufpecling fleep I by, 
Some midnight ruffians rulh'd into my chamber,. 
Sent by Egifihui, who my grefence deern'd 
Obflwcti ve [fo I folve it) to hit views j 
Black views I fear, as you perhaps may know. 
Sudden they feiz'd, and muffled up in darknefs, . 
Strait bore me to the fea, whofe inQant prey 
I did conclude my ft If, when firft, around 
The fb.jp unmoor 'd, I heard the chiding wave. 
But thefc fell tools of cruel power, it, feems. 
Had orders in a defartiiile to leave me ; 
There hopelefs, belplefs, comfortlefs, to psora. 
The atmeft gall and bitternefs of death. 

Thus 
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Thus malice often overfhoots itfelf, 

And feme unguarded accident betrays 

The. man of blood, — Next night— a dreary night I 

Caft on the wUdeft of the CytUJ ifiis, 

"Where never human foot had marlc'd the fhore, 

Thefe ruffians left me — Yet believe me, Aran* 

Such, is the rooted love we- bear mankind, . 

All ruffians as they were, I never heard 

A found fo difmal as their parting oars.— - 

Then horrid filence follow'd, broke alone 

By the low murmurs of the refllels deep, 

Mix? with the doubtful bceeze, .that now and then 

Sigh'd thro' the mournful woods. Beneath a (bade 

J fat me down, more heavily opprefs'd, . 

More defolate at heart, than e'er I felt 

Before. When Philomela, o'er my head, 

Began to tune her melancholy drain, 

As piteous of my woes ; till, by degrees, 

Composing fleep on wounded nature Ihcd 

A kind but fliort relief. At early morn, 

Wak'd by tbechauhtof birds, 1 look'd arouid ' 

For ufual objects : Objects found I none! 

Except before me ftretch'd the toiling main, 

Arid rocks and woods, in favage view, behind. 

Wrapt for a moment in amaz'd confufion. 

My thought turn 'd giddy round ; when, all at one. 

To memory full my dire condition ruih'd. 

Arcas. 
But of each comfort 
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How could you life fuftain 1 how fence againlt 
Inclement ikies ? 

Mill I AHDBft. 

A moffy cave, that fac'd 
The fouthem fea, and in whole deep recefs 
Boil'd up a cryftal fountain, was my home. 
Herbs were joy food, thofe bleffed ftores of health f 
Only when winter, from my daily fearch, 
Withdrew my verdant meal, Iwasoblig'd 
In faitblefs fnares to feize, which truly griev'd me, 
My fylvan friends ; that ne'er till then had known. 
And therefore dreaded lefs the tyrant roan. 

But thefe low hardfhips fcarce deferve regard : 
The pangs, that ftiarpeft ftung, were in my mind I 
Thertf defolation reign'd ; and there, cutoff 
From facial life, I felt a conftant death. 
And yet thefe pangs at laft forgot to throb ; 
What cannot lenient gentle time perform ? 
I eat my lonely meal without a tear; 
Nor figh'd to fee the dreadful night defcend. 
In my own breaft, a world within my felF, 
In ilreams, in groves, in funny hill and fhadc ; 
In all that blooms with vegetable life, 
Or joys with kindred animal fenfation ; 
In the full-peopled round of azure heaven ; 
Whene'er I, ft adieus, look'd, I found companions. 
But, chief, the miifa lent their forming aid. 
At their enchanting voice my forrows fled, 
Or learn'd to pleafe ; while, thro' my troubled heart, 
Twy 
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Theybreath'd the foul of harmony anew. 

Thus of the great community of nature 

A denizen I liv'd; and oft, in hymns, 

And rapt urns thought, even with the gods eorvvers'J,, 

That not difdain fometimes the walks of man. 

So pafs'd the time, when, lo ! ■ within my calf, 
Arriv'd the (hip, which hope had often promis'd—- 
The Ihip !— O it furpafi'd my fondeft dream; 
E'er to imagine the gay fhip that came 1 
As on the deck I Agaatmntn faw. 
All glorious with the ipoils of conquer'd Troy ; 
Ye gods I what tranfport, what amazement feiz'd me I ' 
What adoration of your wondrous ways! 
ExprcHion* links beneath them: 
A it cas. 

Sweet reward 
Of manly patience I that, to fortune Hill : 
Superior, fcoras defpair. 

Melisandek. 

This theme, my friend,' 
Will better fuit a leifure hour ; but now 
The high concerns of life demand our care. . 

I have already to the king imparted 
Suspicions of EgijHnu, and remain 
In this difguile, not to alarm his guilt, 
Till it more full appear, and proper fteps 
To punilh his mifgovernment be taken. 
If he has ill defigns, you, Areas, you 
Muft, while you feun'd rcgardlcft, have difceraM them. 
Yoor 
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Your calm bat keen infpeflion, not diflurb'd 
By the vain flutter of ill-tun 'd difcourie, 
Moft reach the very bottom of l:is purpofe. 
In you the king confides, of you demands, 
Ai of his beft-lov'd fubjecl. in Mycin*, , 
The truth. 

Arcas. 
O, 1 . have precioui troth* in {tore f '. 
And that belt treafure will unlock before him. . 
Long has my filent obfervation trac'd 
Egiftbui, thro' the doubling maze of treafon ; ; 
Btst now. his ill defigns are too too plain, 
To all Mycin* plain ; and who indeed. 
Who can have good ones, that corrupts a people t 

It was, however, hard, a bitter talk ! 
To wink at publick villainy ; to wipe ■ 
Each honeft paffion from my livid face, , 
To bind my hands, and feal my quivering lips. 
While my heart burn'd with rage, and treafur'd nr>; 
A ftorm of indignation — 

Melisahder. 

Give ic way 1 " 
O 'risa glorious luxury I Oppreft, 
For years, beneath a load of wicked power, 
To heave it off indignant, and affert 
The dear dear, freedom of a virtuous mind,' 
Curfe on the coward or perfidious tongue, 
That dares not, even to kings,, avow the truth I 
Let traitors wrap them in delidive inccnfc* . 
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On flattery flattery heap, on fallhood falfliood : 
Truth is the living liberal breath of heaven ; 
That fwceps theft fogs away, with all their vermin. 
And, on my foul, I think that Agamtnnt* 
Dcferves fome touch of blame. To put the power, 
The power of blefEng or oppreffing millim. 
Of doing or great good or. equal mifekief, 
Even into doubtful hands, is worfc than carelefs. 
Ye gods, avert the miferies that hence 
On him and on.. his family may fall I . 
But, fee, the king. 



scene n. 

AGAMEMNON, MeLISANDE*, AkCAJ. . 

Agamemnon. 
}tzy. Artai to ray bofom,. {Areas bteding.) 

Come, let me proudly take a faithful heart I 

AacAi. 
Thrice welcome, fir, to Argot and Mycin* t : 
To virtue welcome J j, 

A&AMEMNON-. 

In my own dominions' 
I' am a ftranger, Anm. Ten full yean. 
Or even one day, U ahfence for a king, 
Without fome mighty reafon, much too long. 
Forme a jjft and memorable war, 
Whole actions future times perhaps may fing, 

4 Mfc 
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My own, my brother's, and ray people's honour, 
With that of common Grttct, mull plead my pardon. 
Now fhall my cares attend the works of peace : 
Calm deeds that glare not on the vulgar eye ; 
And yet it equal courage oft demands, 
To quell injuflice, riot, factious rage, 
Dark-working blind cabal and bold diforder, 
As to confront the rigid face of war. 
Then tell me, Artat, for, till fdf-inform'd, 
I mean to fee with your difcemiag eyes. 
And fure I am they never will miilead me. 
Have I much fubjefi for this peaceful courage r 
This fortitude of flate ? 

An cas. 

Too much my lord. 
Would to the godf, our virtues, here at home, 
Could anfwer your heroic deeds abroad 1 
Vou, doubtrefs from the rugged fchool of war, 
Have brought found manly hearts, and generous spirits : 
While we, alas I we rot in weedy peace, 
In flothful riot, luxury, profoiion, 
And every meannefs to repair that wafte— 
I fee the noble blood, indignant, mount, 
At this relation to my fovereign's cheek : 
But as affairs now prefs, 1 were a traitor, . 
If withafparingtonguel fpoke thetratk. 

ACAMEMHON. 

Immortal gods ! have I, this ten long yean; 
Sufiain'd a war at Trty ; fill'd every day 

With- 
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With cares inceflant, councils, dangers, toils. 

To cherifti villains in licentious eafe ? 
Have I thus fquander'd vile, on Phrygian plains,; 
The braveft blood of Grtrct to Jhelter fach y " 
And to aflert their honour who hate none ? 
But what can this perfidious, this Bgiftbut,. 
What can be, fay, by fuch loofe rule-propole t 
Is it his native beat f Or does he ptrih 
Some darkdefign, by theft detefted means' t 

A'JtCAS. 
Then Is no vice a ftrangerto hh heart,. 
Conceal 'J beneath refin'd drffinwlation 1. 
Biffimulation, that ©a yoa yooWtlf ' 
hn pos'd . Meantime, fir, hit outrageeu» view* 
Invade the throne of Jrgw and Myunte. 

AdAMTMIC«N. 

Said you die throne of Argn and Mjcenm f> 

Already have I loft my nobleft throne. 

If he has robb'd mo of »j people's wrtue i 

Tia but vain pomp, a tyrtnc's ray, the other. 

And darea he bear a giddy look lb high, 

A3 to my throne ? The villain ! fure he dares not.. 

Arcas. 
Nay, more, my lord — He fcaje* the darling height,, ' 
And almoftgrafp* with impious hands your fceptre,. 

To touch it is perdition !— What ! Eg<Jib*t I 
Bg(fliet,$dx my throne ! 

An CAS. 
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AftCAl. 

So means the traitor. 
Aoamimnoh. 
That creature of my power! that infec* I rais'dl 
By the warm beams of my miftaken bounty I 
Whom, when my father' a vengeance rau'd his race, 
2 fav'd, train'd up, with favours, honours bcap'd ; 
And trailed in his hands at hula jewel, * 

Too precious, for the faithlef* heart of man— 

grots grofs blindnefs ! —Half my kingly pow'r ! 
Ay, there breaks out hia father's treacherous blood I 

There, there, too late, I find the bafc Tfyt/ln t 

Forgive me, Jirtui t Oh my royal rather I. 

Forgive my. truAing thus the feed of him*. 

Of an abhor'd, an execrable brother,. 

Who even profan'd thy bed — But, ere yon orb' 

Shall from the purpled ocean rife again. 

Oh injor'd jttrtmi t by thy (acred (hade ' 

1 fwear, to make for this a foil atonement. 

Is then this people, Arcu, grown lb vita* 
So very vile, that he darea entertain - 
The fmalleft hope to rival me in empire r 
I like not vaunting— But, ungrateful people r 
Can yon prefer a namilefs thing to me ) 
Am I not rough with fears on your account f 
And for the careful love I always bore you. 
Your rather nam'd ? And. yet prefer to me, 
One who ne'er faw the glorious front of war,. 
For nothing famous but corrupting peace. 

As* 
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And whofe fole merit wu my ill-j ndg'd favour 
Can you ?— away I — DUhonour ftaini the thought [ 
How (houhi this be? 

Aacas. 

Not many, fir, Hand fix'd 
On the deep principles of reafon'd virtue, 
Whom time nor ilcals, nor paffion bean sway. 
Mankind, in general float along the ftrearu 
Of cnitom, good or bad t and oft the mind 
To that familiar grows, by gradual ufe 
And (tin-encroaching vice, whale firft regard 
Gave horror. Hence ten loofely-govern'd yean 
Have wrought fuch ftrange events, that you no mm 
Behold your antient Ajn and Mj*t**, 
Theft cities now with flavei and villain fwarm. 
Ac firft EfiJUn, popular and fair. 
All fmiles and foftnefs, as if each man's frieed, 
By hidden ways proceeded, mining virtue : 
He pride, he pomp, he luxury diffus'd t 
He taught them wants, beyond their private mean* ; 
And ftrait, in bounty's pleanng chain* involv'd. 
They grew his Daves. Who cannot live on little. 
Or as bis various fortune fhall permit, 
Stands on the market ready to be fold. 

Ac A MB M If OS. 
damn'd;deteited traffick !— But proceed. 

A* CAS. 

While the luxurious fever thus increai'd. 
Still, in proportion, as it gather'd rage, 
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He lent it fewel ; and, more bold, difclos'd 
His noon-rfay trtafon- Mnrmurs went about,. 
And fpread at lalt into the common talk. 
That you was proud, fevere, beneath the notion; 
Of holding firm the helm' of ftate, a tyrant ; 
That in vain wars, which nought imported them, 
You fpent their txeafure, filed their n obi ell blood ;: 
And that, Troy conquer'd once, to her rich plain* 
You meant from Argas to tranfplant your empire. 

Mean time, in private, all, whom wild debauch, 
Hat fet adrift from every human tie j 
Whom riot, want, and confcious guilt inflame,. 
Hiding the .gods and virtue in contempt, 
Amidft their bowh ; fnch are his bofom -friends p 
And join 'd to them, a meaner ruffian band, 
Of villains bold in crimes, whoft trade is murder^ 
Hang in block clouds around him «■ whence, I •fear,. 
A fudden temped Is preparM toburft. 

This, fir, from duty ami a faithful zeal,. ' 
I plain unfold : nor on my word, alone, 
Believe tnefe accufations ; clear as day, 
I for them will produce the ftrongeft proof. 

AoAMfiSJNON. 

Ithankthee, Arcat. Truth, tho' fometiaies cla4 
In painful luftre, yet is always welcome, 
Dear as the light, that (hews the lurking rock .: 
'Tis the /air ftar that, ne'er into the main 
Defcending leads us fafe thro' ftormy life — 
God! how it tears «nc from each calmer thought! 
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TTo think this traitor, that thii double tttitog 
'Tins traitor to my felf and to my people. 
Should by fuch fn caking, fuch unmanly ways. 
Thus filch away my crown I— ... 

"Why Hand I chafing here ? One timely deed 
Is worth ten thoufand words— Come then, my friends, 
■Cose and behold me feiae amidil his guards, 
His coward guards— Guilt ever was a coward-— 
This rival-king,, and with him crown my triumph. 
Till then Troy fraoaks in vain, and Jgamimmn 
Cannot be laid to conquer. 

Mel is AUDI*. 

Sir, beware — 

-Of what' beware? Where am J, MilifanJtr? 

Am I not in Mjctmt t in my palace f 

Are not thefc crouds, that llream along the ftreets, 

My fubjefls all ? Of what (hould I beware ? 

Not feize a traitor in my own dominions r 

Vcs 1 will feize him, Mtlifanitr,— will ! 

Melisandek. 
"What grace tt> kings fuch generous ardour gives ( 
But tho' brave deeds be warm at firft conceiv'd, 
Let the beft pirrpofe cool, nor mils your blow. 
i More firm and Aire the hand of courage ftrikes, 
I When.it obeys the watchful eye of caution. 

You hear from Areai, fir, what ruffian bands, 
' Whatdecrebtiejihs, what daggers lurk around him: 

IBe cautious then i for virtue's, glory's fake I 
And, 
o,Goog]e 
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And, when you ftrike, ftrikeliome. 

Agamemnon. 

O for thofc Graii .' 
That this rude day arc tolling on the feas ; 
Thole hardy Grub, whom ten yean war has (leel'd ( 
With toils, with dangers, and with death familiar ;^ 
Then Ihould you fee what chaff before the wind T 
Are theft weak fohs of fife enfeebling peace, 
ThefeWKtchesj only told where uflfcfilted. 

Melisanper. 
But fiace, ffiy lord, y° u cannot now exert 
This nobler force, let prudence take its place. 
Have patience, only, till you fafely can, 
And furely, feiw him. 

Well, till then 1 will. 
And, tho* not made of patient mold, in this 
I will have patience, will, fome tedious hours, 
Reprefe my vengeance ■ ■ (pa*fing) 

Yes, I like the thought — 
He may be feiz'd this evening at the basqnct, 
Be there furpriz'd with eafc— afid (hail!— 
For by th* eternal gods that rule mankind ! 
The fleep of death alone (hall feal thefe eyes, 
While fueh a wretch holds power in my dominions. 

Oh ayttmttfira / to the public, now, 
Succeeds the private pang — At thought of thee. 
New rage, new vengeance (hake my itunoftfoull 
Was my belov'd, my queen, my ClytemteJIre, 
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So long abandon'd in a villain's powec, 
Who knows, it fecau, Bo limits, owns no laws, 
Save thofe one vice im poles on another ? 
And now the {octet caufe, I {tax, is plain, 
Of chat anufual damp, that ftrangedejeflion, 
Which clouded her at meeting. Still the more 
I awur'd my fondnefs, ftill the more diitrefs'd 
Shefeem'd; and, turning from my tender gaze. 
The copious Ihowcr ftole down her troubled cheeks 
As if She pity'd thofe my blind endearments, 
And in her breaft fome horrid faciei fwell'd— 
Should it be fo— Confufion I— Can I (loop 
Even to fuppofe it .'—How from flight mirtakes 
GreareVils fpringl But the moil fruitful fource 
Of every evil — Othat I, in thunder. 
Could found it o'er the liftning earth to kings — i 
Is delegating power to wicked hands. 

Melisanoik.' 
-My lord, let no fafpicions of the queen 
E'ertaint yourbofom : if I judge aright -«- 

Agamemnon. 
No, MtlifanJir, noi lam not jealous; 
In me that faffion and contempt were one* 
No, 'tis her iituation gives me horror, 
Her dreadful fituation I— But of this 
Enough— Then tell me Areas, tell me truly t 
Are there a few, fay, do there yet remain 
A faithful few ! to lave the finking ftate? 
Can you, ere night, colled an honed band, 
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A band of fuch ». wotthy ate to rafcue 
Their ting and country from impending fate > 
Ah ! little thought I, that atnidft my (objects, 
Embofbm'd fweet in peace, I, tike a tyrant, 
Should e'er lure needed guards. 
AacAi. 

Yet, fir, I know 
A band of generous rendu, whom native virtue, 
Unbtoken yet by avarice or profofion, 
Fit* for owparpofe : Tnefc I can colled— 

Agamemnon. 
About it quickly, Arcat -, lofc no rime : 
Go, bring me to the banquet thole brave youths : 
I long for their acquaintance. Till that hoar, 
Domeftic caret and joys demand my prefence : 
The father's heart now bean me to my children. 
Farewell t My all depends upon your conduct. 



1U Bid of tier bird Mi, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

ACAMEMNOf.-, MeLISANDBR. 



DOmeftic pleasures fpread their charms in vain - 
O for the hour of vengeance t I, till then. 
But ftalk about, the fhadowofa king. 
Heard you from Areas aught f 

MlLllAIDl. 

; Be patient, fir. 

As vet the time permits not his return, 
Areas b zealous, ardent in your fervice, 
And will not fail hia duty. 

Ealtr an offictr btltwgixg ta the Hurt. 
Officer. 

Sir, Cajfandra 

I&joft arriv'd. 

Aoamimhon. 

Conduct the princefs hither. 
.This Priam's faireft daughter, Mtlifanckr, 
Is a young printefs of engaging beauty, 
Rais'd by diitrels, of noble fenfe and fpirit j 
Vol. IIL I 1 



ityo A G A M- E M' N O K 

But, by poetic vifions led aftray, 
She dreamt Apollo lov'd her, and toe gift 
Of prophecy bcftow'dv to gain, her promifc •, 
The gift once her's, the chaftly-faithlefs maid 
Deoeiv'd the god ; who therefore, in revenge. 
Since he could cot recall it. made it ufclefs. 
For eyfcr dpora'd to meet with diftegard. 
E'er-fince the lovely vifionary raves 
With dignity i. foretek the- fate of nations ; 
And, judging of the future from the paft 
Has oft been wondrous happy in her gaeflea. 
Some ftrange, fome recent inftances of this. 
Confirm her m ier -venerably madnefe. 

. Mf.LliihDEE. 

Be not too rafh in judging, ^hmMi.; 

For we, blind mortal*, but a little know 

Of boundlefe satore- -Hark ! the princefs comes : 

I hear her voice, . I bur the roi«.of Iqrrow. 



£ C E V S, H. 

Aoa>*bmnos, Mblisandmi, Cass aim.* a tuuM 
if Trojan laftiiMi. 

Cassanoka, <Mtriag. 
O boRUcroofs ! Ilium, O ray country f 
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ACAMEMDOtt. 

I cannot blame your grief, unhappy princefs I 

But, if ft eafl relieve you, here be fu re 

Of an afyltnti, fafe mews's palace. 
Cassandra. 

O fweet abode! O palace of my fathers! 
My bleeding heart melts while I think »f thee J 

Think of the days of innocence and joy, 

That (hone upon rite thert. How chang'i arfthou! 

Ah 1 what a ftene, when I beheld thee lad ! 

Rage, blood, and flames, and fhrieks of murder round me! 

The fword of Pyrthai, and a feeble father ! 

Where was you Hi3ot then f Where all his fons ( 

O Pr/am't numerous race ! what are you now 

Become i Ah me ! the defolating gods 

Have laid their hands, their iron hands, upon us. 

Agamemnon. 
From pall misfortunes, princefs, turn youteye*" 

Cassandra. 
'Tis true, tlWfutuTe may full well fuffice. 
Th' avenging fitters trace rriy footfleps ftill, 
ThC hunters ftilt purfue the trembling doe. 
Where am. I ? — Gods !— Black heavy drops of blood 
Run dowffthe" guilty walls— With the dun (hades 
Of night afcending, !o I fucceflive troops 
Of Trojan ghofts are flocking to the banquet : 
Permitted by th* infernal gods, they come, 
To feaft them with the horrors of this night, 
T-< fnuff the blood of viairhs— Ha ! the ear; 

I a The 
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The gay triumphal car, is torn'd, at once, 
Into a mournful bier, that nodi along, 
Solemn and How — Yea, Tny (hall be aveng'd j 
1 wall the vengeance Tee ; and yet not fe« 
Thy light, returning Pbetbm. 

Agamxukok. 

Pail Cajfanira, 
Indulge no more thefe melancholy views, 
Theft vifionsform'd by gloomy-minded grief. 
We will each art, each tender art employ. 
To footb your forrows, to reftore your peace. 
You come not to the proud unfeeling race 
Ofyetterday: we know the turns of fortune j 
Have drunk the cup, the wholfome cup of fufferings, 
That not inflames but moderates the mind. 
Then fear not, princefs; let me call you daughter! 
Your treatment (hall be fuch as well becomes 
The dignity of woe, becomes the great. 
The fair unhappy. Nought mall touch your honour. 
I know, I feel your beauty : but here dwell 
The gods of hofpitality and faith j < 

The hymeneal powers are honour'd here. 
Yes, I will ihield thee, equal with EUSra, 
With my lov'd daughter in thy friendJhip bleft. 

Cassandra. 
In fpite of fwelling tears that choak the way. 
Of bitter tears by big remembrance flied, 
I own thy goodnefs, thank thee, Agamimrmt. 
Mean time, in vain, are all thy generous cares, 
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On my acsount. The gods of death will, foon, 
Extend o'er me their all -protecting wing. 
I Audi not long, I /hall not want protection : 
But:, who, devoted prince, will give it thee F 
Even while we talk the fecret wheels are turning. 
That lift the vile, and lay the mighty low. 
I pity thee, the hduie of Pifopi pity : 
Forgive me, Trtjf -• I pity thy deftroyen. ' 

■ Enter an OjfUtr. 
Officer. 
A meflengtr from Jnai, Sir— 

AOAUIMKOIt. 

'Tis well. 
To my apjfrtment lead him— yon mean while, 

Attend the princefs ; grace her with fuch honours. 
At fuits her to receive, and me to give. 



, SCENE in. 

Casiandra, Quorus ^Trojan Capihn, Ml- 

L1SAKD1R. 

Mel'isandbr. 
f air princefs, flop theft tears. Exert that bell. 
That nobfeft virtue, which can matter fortune, 
An equal mind. 

Cassandra. 
Not for my felf I weep t— 

Ij B 
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But, oh my dear cuwfwkm* ! Hfftv forynti 
My Worn yearns 1 

Cuotv*. 
We have together liv'4 t 
Together let us (Ik r 

Cam a am a. 
Together livMt 
At this ten tho#(wd fanages awake, 
Ten thoufaud little teademeffu throb. 

Cue ays. 
O days of youth.! O careleft dayi f- Untaught 
To wcep t if love fhed net tbc pleating Mar. 

O woods [ fountain! 1 O delightfiil mendi r 
That lent us flowers, the prime of blooming Waft. 
To d«Jc oar treffes. 

O the yellow banks 
Of fair Scama*dtr> in whqfe filver ftream, 
We us*d to bathe, beneath the fecrei (hade, 

Cassandra. 
O ekearful Ait's aity fummits t wbefv 
The gods delight to dwell. 

Chorus. 

O fdent Try f 
Whofe flreets have often echo'd with out fi>ng* 

Cassandra. 
O the loft labours of a ruin'd people ! 
O country t ffeedom I friend I ictaiam I All,. 
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That gives or tafte or dignity to life. 
All, all is gone, beyond recovery gone 1 

Chorus, 
Then let us die t 

Cassandra. 
For me, the hunted hart ' 
More fervent pants not for the cooling itreanv 
Than 1 w wmp nw in Uie quiet flndea 
Of deadi. But, ah .' my helplefs friends, for yoa- 
i feel it's keeneft-anguiih. 

Chorus. 

Not For us, 
feel* not for m, What comfort: have we left? 
What hope, **at wifh in life f—-One healing pang, 
And then Wt weep no more; 

CASSANDRA'. 

ReftelbJngtnbnght!' ' 

And then from bondage, pain, froth every ill. 
For ever free, wt meet Our friends again ; 
Our parents, brothers, lifters, lovers meet 

Chorus. 
Then let at die ! and fudden be the blow I 

Cassandra. 
The gods affair.-- Behold the happy Ihore 1 
But, ah ! there lies a flormy fea becwijtt ! 

Melisander. , 

So lings the plaining nightingale her woes. . 

Cassandra. 
Ah, far unlike the nightingale I— She lings,. 

I 4 Cnceafing 
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Unceafing, thro,' the balmy nights of May ; 
She fings from love and joy, while we, alas !— 

Miliiamdik. 
Behold the queen. —Deep- wrap'd in thought fhe fecms.— 

Caiiahha. 
O direful muftngs ! — Lead us from her pretence. 



SCENE iy. 

Clyteunestra. 
Sweet peace of mind ! whence pWure borrows taftcy 
Daughter of virtue ! whither art thou fled i 
To what calm cottage, to what blamelcfs ihade, 
Far from thefe guilty .walls } O walls ! O race I 
To horrors doom'd (—Before me gathers fail 
A deepning gloom, with unknown terrors big. — 
Not quite unknown.— Gods 1 what a dreadful hin£ 
Flaflk'd from Egifibai, when I faw him laft ! 
And to what defperate actions cannot fafety, 
Ambition, love and vengeance drive the foul !-*■ 
Diitraflion lies that way — yet, how efcape i 
Shame urges on behind, unpitying lhame. 
That worft of furies, whofe fell afpeci frights 
Each tender feeling from the human breaft. 
Goodnels itfelf even turns in me to gall, 
And only ferves to heighten my defpair. 
How kind was Agamtmmu ! generous I fond 1 
How more than ufual mild [ As if, on purpofe, 
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To give thefe torturestheirfevereft fling. 
Happy [ compaf 'd to this tormented (late, 
Where honour only lives with inward la(h, 
To punilh guilt, happy the harden'd wretch. 
Who feels no comcience, and who fears no crime !— ■ 
Oh horrid ! horrid I Oh flagitious thought ! 
How is it with the mind that can endure 
A thought fo dire I— My fole remaining hope 
Is death, kind death, that amiable fleep, 
Which wakes no more, — at leaft to mortal care- 
But then the dark Hereafter that may come.— 
There is no anchor that againft this ftoim, 
This mighty fea of doubts and fears, can hold. 
Hopeleis, I driver-One thought deftroyt another.— 
This ftranger too ! — Should it be MtliJandir-~ , i 

Is there a fear, however idle, wild, 
And even almoft impoffible, which guilt. 
The feeble-hearted guilt not entertains ?— 
Iordcr'd his attendance.— See, he comes. 



SCENE V. 
Clttbmmbstka, Me lis an Be a.' 
Clytimhbjtra. 
Stranger, are yon not he, whom Jgamemtct, 
By an amazing chance, in his return, 
Sav'd from a defart iile ? 
: ' I j Mm* 

o,Goog]c 



i ? » A <5 ■•* WEMNON. 

Madaw, tlit taw. 
Glt.tbmnbitsa. 
I much admire, yow. fortunate deliverance. 
And wife tt, heu your ftotjr : whx theatkrV 
And how faflai&'d. Indulge ne wkh it, ftmngca. 

Sf*LI£*NBiBft. 

Madam, I coaw thi* aMjaenc frojn tho kiag, * 

Charg'd with a matter which, rrajnkes dafpeich : 
But, tbat traBfa^ed-onee, wjahoutdoky, 
I will attend yoanr ardors. 

, Cl.XTKtUtBT.KA,. 

Then, itfoem^ 
Tod a#e Mt quite ■.adbansjer in, %«»#l 
What it yowM-atintty t 

MjtiaiAjuttfc. 

(mm, 
CfcyTSKBtmti.A. 

■ ,Wha)tj W i £ gi-_<5^Mf*' 
Mehiandib. 

ClyTE-MNESTRa, 

jtutinJ^cM^y. 
Have you not in Mycin* been before ? 

Ml E HARDER. 

There are not,, madam, .man*, pans -of G««r 
To me unknown. 

Cl.ytimjhi«tka. 

Why thus avojd.mjf queftjon f-s- 
Baw 
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Have you been here before t . 

Melisander. 

Madam, I have.' 
Clyteunestra. 
Here in this palace r — Ha I why fland you file'nt r ' 
Yon keep your ryes unmov'd upon the ground. 
What ihould this mean ? Beneath that rough difguHe 
^ There lurks, metkinbs, a form, .which fomewhere I . 
■ Have fees.. 

MlLISitNDGB.; 

The dream of fancy, that the more - 
If is indulged, perplexes Ml the more. 
I tarry here too long - f the king's commands 
Admit of no delay. 

Cj.TTI.WN EST HA- 

'Tis fo I 'tit fo t * 
Air, features manner, voice, (his ftudy'd hafh% . 
The fliifts of one unprafiis'd in deceit. 
All all confpire — Ona image wakes another, , 
And thick they flafh upon pie ! 

Mej.isasber., .,.,..■ 
You grow pale, . 
You tremble, madam; that miftako, - 1 find,, . , 
' Concerning me turns wilder and diftarbs you. 
hst meMtiie— - ■ , 

, CXTTBM'NESTH.,*.... 

A moment— ffiay— - 
MelisandHR. 

In .vain; - 
16, I >md. 
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I find it ii in rain to wrap me longer 

In theft evafions. 

CLYTIMNISTR.il. 

MtUjgmJrrf 

Melisabde*. 

Madam — 
Clytemnestka. 
And can it be ? Behold I then the man. 
Whom I fo long have number'd with the dead ? 
Almighty goda ! Behold I Mglifarttr t 
But, ah \ how chang'd ? how darken 'd with fufpicion f 
Yes I am deem'd the author of his woes. 

Melisander. 
Madam, forgive — 

Clttemnesih*. 
Why elfe from me conceal 
Your wilh'd return— I plainly am diftrufled— 
By Agammwm, too— It was unkind, 
Unjuft, unfriendly, docks me, Mtltfandtr. 

Mbliiakdek. 
Indeed yon wrong me, madam, wrong me much. 
To judge me apt or to conceive or fpread 
Diftraft. I would have perUh'd by my fel£ 
Unknowrj unwept, in helplefs folitade, 
Rather than here return to this full world. 
To fet my miftreis and her lord at variance. 
O think me not a bufy peace -deftroyef t 
AcCurfed ia the wretch, to facial life 
The moA inhuman foe, who in the nice. 

Tie 
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The ttnder- fcenea of life, dares rtfhly meddle. 
And fow divifion between friends and lovers, 

ClyteSinestka. 
The generous heart is ever flow to blame. 
But, Mtlifandtr, not to me were owing, 
Not in the leaft to me, thofe cruet woes, 
This worfe than death, which yon fo long have fuffer'd- 
Infiead of that, your fate, how, whither gone, 
tf carry'd off, or fecretly deftroy'd, 
Was all a mournful myAery to me, 
Dark as the night on which yondilappearM, 
Sid you but know, here in my fecret foirr, 
What undiflembled pangs yonr abfence roui'd, 
What I have felt for yon, and for my felf, 
In lofing luch a wife and faithful friend ; 
Knew you but thefe, O knew you, Mtlifanitr, 
How your difafter has been truly mine, 
You never could fufpeft me. 

Witnefs heav'n f 
I never did— Your heart I know difdains, 
A thought that looks like cruelty or fraud. 
From the firft moment that his ruffians feiz'd me, 
I had no doubt, I knew it was Egifthm. 
Some time .before I mark'd the rifing florm. 
And meant to warn yon, but it fudden burft, 
And bore me far away, far from all means, 
Even from all hope of lending yon afnftance. 
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Ay t there I fo&c'd moft. My feara for yoa. 
At once by guile and violence beict, 
Took off the point of ray own propel woes. 
But when your awful virtues- Article my thought, . 
Tour wifdom, fpirky resolution,, truth ; 
That dread effulgence, of the fpotlrii foul,. 
Which foikes the hardelt villain intolhame; 
My fears appear'd impertinent and vain. 
Yet doubtlefs, madam, you have had occairsa . 
For a firm ruling hand and, wat c h fu l, eye,. 
¥bt every virtue ; and i truly joy, . 
That Agamemnon -finds, at his return 
Egijiai by your condnfit thus reflrauVd.' . 
Clytemmsxkji. . 
By heavens I he tries me.— O fufpicious guilt / ' 

Your words are friendly, but your deeds are doubtful. . 

No, Meli/andtr, friendfhip with difauft 

Can never dwell. And that I am diftrufted 

To me is certain -7-! n a matter too, . 

That much concern'tlmy pease, cpncenTdmy honour. 

Fordid you even afenbe. your woes to me, 

You could, cat manage; with more diflanr caution, . 

MjlUANDlH. 

Whence is it that the noble Qjututfirtt,,. 
Who us'd to [Line in_a tiperioi fnhtaes 
Of fair ferenity and candid peace,. 
Should to theta. doubts, dmcend, theft dark feiguciour - 
4, Fo i 
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Tor me, I harcatteft the gp4», m? foal 

Hc*«r kb«W » tjwnght.:ttot fWl'd *ot wftk cfto— , . 

With lovf ..and.venerttiaa a£ yew vfaw«. 

And for the king, ne young avpuiM ravei. 

In ill the *tft nffufiona of ac-jGnfc . 

New to the mighty charm; no friend, who meets, 

After long yean of dark and Client abfence. 

His happy friend again, feels livelier joy, . 

Than Jgamcntnon feels, while hia glad tongue 

Sum oat in endlefs praift of Clptmitfira—^- 

Sut I mul wait his orders.— 

CXTTSMHBITKA. 

I toe mrf go, muft to Egiflhm. ftrait \.4fi&. 

Impart this dreadful news. 



. S C E N B Vt 

Ml LIS A NDl P., ahnt. 

She went abruptly— 
And as we talk'd, methought, ftrange paffions Jhoolc . 
Her inward frame, and darken'd every feature. 
Behold the black, the guilt-concealing night . 
FaJt doles round, Wide, thro' this ample palace, 

The 
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i84- ag a memnon: 

The lamps begin to (bine. The tempeft falls j 

The weary wiodj fink, brcathleb. Bat, who knows* 

What fiercer tempeft yet may flake this night. 

Soul-cheating Pbabm, with thy ■acred beams 

O quickly come, and chafe thefe fallen fhadowi. 



End of the FmtbM. 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Cl.YTIMNZSTRA, ECXSTHUS. 
~ EoilTRVl. 

AH CJjtemniftra I what a change is here ! 
And nmft I then thus Heal an interview I 

Are we- alone? 

Cl.YTIMHBSTHA. 

You friglit me with that qaeftion ; 
You look aftonth'd. 

On the brink of rain. 
We, tottering, ftand. 

* Clytemnestra. 

That is no news to me. 

EciSTHUS. 

Bnt— -I T' 

Clytemnests*; 
What? 

• EorsTHio; 
We are difcover'd. 
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Cltteunestka. 

Ha I difcover'd T 

EoiSTRU*. 

Yea certainly difcover'd. jfrcat now. 

By Agamemnon** orderly In the city 
Collefts a band, to feize me at the banquet, 
A fliort hour hence. And my accufers, madam,, 
You may be well affur'd in not y«tr friends. 

Clytemnestha. 
Tis plain ! 'tis plain ! — The parting fogs difperfe r 
And now the doubtful fcetie ftands all reveal'd — 
Who could have thought they Should diU'emble thus B 
But I can tell you more. 

Eciithui. 

What, madam i fpeak « 
tot danger prelTes on us. 

CIlTTBMNEITR*. 

Saw you hint*. 
This feeming ftranger, fav'd by Agammatmi 

Egisthci- 
Jrcai and he to-day, my friends inform me, 
Were bufy with the. king}, and doubtleft, then,. 
It was concerted that T would he feiz'd, 

Clyteuneitia. 
Ah I did yoa know,. Mgtfbm, who he is ?— — 

Whof 

Cly_temnestka. 

EcHTBUI, 
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F.GIITHUS. 

Gods 1 and does he live 1 
For my confufion fav'd ! O grafs, grofs folly! 
To do an aftion of that kind by halve*. 
Had he been filent dull — To pleafr you, madam. 
From aialfe tcndcnicfs for you, he lives— 

Clyt.emhesx»a. 
A mighty merit ! glorious boaft indeed ! 
Hear him, ye gracious gentle powers of Iove.1 
From teiidcrnefs for me, he did. nut murder 
A worthy blamelcis man, who never hurt him; 
. He murder'd not my friend, my faithful friend. 
Ah! 'tjs fuch tendernefs, that makes me wretched I 
Such tendernrfs, that ilill m blacker gailt. 
In the laft depth of mifery will plunge me. ., 

Eckthuj. 
It is not, madam, now a timejiir this, ... 

Think of our fituation : dot befet 
By all thole ills which ..mortals mod abhor, 
Whom have we to confide in hut each other t 
And this fad meeting is. perhaps our kit. 
Concord alone, and vigorous meafures, can 
Present our ruinw-But, from MtlifaM&r,- 
What did you learn J Arc you your felf fufpefled t 

Cfl.yTEWXJ5TB.iu. , ; , 

I cannot findf I am :— And yet, 1 malt,. 

Eqisthvs. 
But, as for me, my ruin it no fecrct,. 
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Clttemnistra. 

T!i true, fome dark attempt goes on agaiuit yooJ 

Then have I rightly done. 

Cl.YTBMNESTRA. 

What have you done ? 
Ecisthdi. 
What prudence, juftice, love and vengeance, all 
Demand — 

Clytbmnestxa.^ 
Immortal powers 1 you have not ?— 

I No: 

But muft, and will — What elfe can yon propofe f 

- Clytbmnestba. 
Oh, any dung befides i immediate flight. 
Eternal abfence, death I— 

EcisTHur. 

Let others die t 
Let the proud, feithlefs, falfe, injurious tyrant.; 
The hero glorious in his daughter's murder ; 
The fcourge of Grutt, who hat, from wild ambition^ 
Shed lb much blood — let rfgamntnan die 1 

" Clytimnbstka. 
Oh heavens and earth t you Ihock me to diftraftion f ' 

I have, Egifibm', hitherto avoided 
This dreadful point, ftill hoping you might drop 
Your horrid refclurion : now I tell you, 
Before the listening gods, I plainly tell you. 

Tact 
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Thtt Jgamemaon {hall not fill uuwarnM j 
Tfou fliall not rife by me into nil throne : 
1 will not be the tool of your ambition j 
Will not be wretched, infamous for ever, 
The blufli of women, the difgrace of nature I 
That yon may gain your execrable views, 
Maflt'd under finooth pretences.— I am guilty ; 
Alas! lam— But think not therefore, tyrant! 
To give me law. There are degrees in guilt j 
And I have Hill my reafon left, have left 
Some refolution, fome remains of virtue : 
Yes, I dare die; and who dares die, Sgijllnu, 
Meeds not be driven to villainous extremes ! 
Mark me, intuiting man !— My certain cure 
Of .every woe, my cordial draught is ready; 
And if you do not promife me, here fwear 
To drop your fell de£gns an Jgamtmneu, 
To quit this palace— You may ftill efcape — 
And never fee me more ; I go, I go, 
This moment to difcover all and die I 

EoilTBVl. 
■V?hat! Clyttmwtftrti 

Clyteunbitka. 

Nothing wall diffuade me. 
I will not argue more— Say, only fay, 
Mult I betake me to this cruel refuge ? 
This dire neceffity r 

EOIITKUI. 

Permit me, madam j 

Hear 



i 9 © AGAMEMNON. 

Hear ml but oncer, and then purfue your purpofe. 

Suppose us goBty, what 700 wfll ; — yet, madam, , 
Shall we acknowledge and proclaim that guile f 
Shall we, by patient waiting for our doom, 
By pitiful negleft of fdf-deftnee, 
Unheard of meaimefs 1 ftamp It into flame f 
No; let us wipe hr out with bold fcccefi. 
Jt is fuccefs that colours all in life : 
Succefs makei fools admir'd, makes villains honefl"j 
All the proud virtue of this vaunting world 
Fawns on fuccefs, and - power, howe'er acquir'd. 

If then-, fuppofipg guilt, it were a meannefs 
To ftcop to fhatne, can words exprefs the madnefs 
Of flopping ftiort, withinfamy and ruin, 
Whenjuftiee, love, and vengeance, urge to glory ?^ , 
Inflead of being deem'd a generous queen, 
The brave avenger of her fex's honour, 
Fam'd for Berfpirit, for her jnft refentment ; 
Who greatly punifh'd a perfidious hufband, 
A cruel tyrant ; one, who from his bed, 
His throne, propos'd, with open fhame, to turn her. 
And to her place to take his country's foe, 
To take a Trojan captive, proud Cajhndra ; : 
Inflead of fech renown, can ClyUnrneftra — 
Forgive the doubt— Can ihe fubmit to pad, 
Thro' -future time*, for an abandon'd woman r 
A feeble, fpiritlefs, abandon 'd woman •— • 
Nay, madam, hear the troth, what now I tell you 
Mult, in a Jftclefcamy hour, take place j 

la 
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In a few motne«rt, yon matt be the firft 
■Or lalt of women 1 be the pnbfic fcom, 
Or admiration of approving Gretct — 
Yon know you- mutt ;■— be A^amtmtoin'i Have, 
Caffaniras flare, or nobly punilh both. 
And reign with me in happinefs and glory. 

Confute your heart ; can you refold on flame? 
On voluntary (hatne ? Thar only flf 
The generous fear^ which kills the foul it fclf. 
"Were thofe fair features, full of lovely grandeur, 
Form'd for confufion ? That majeftic front. 
To be bow'd down with infamy and vilenefs f 
Ah! can yon bear contempt ? The venom'd tongue 
Of thofe whom ruin pleafes ? The keen fneer, 
The lewd reproaches of the rafcal.herd j ■ 
Who for the (elf-fame actions, if fuccefsful, 
Would be as grofly laviih in your praife f — 
To fum up all in one — Can you fuppert 
The fcornful glances, the malignant joy f - ■ . ■ , 

Or more detelted pity of a rival r 
Of a triumphant rival f— No ;. you cannot, 
Thatconfcious\vortb, whicli kindles in your eye. 
Tells me you cannot.— 

Bat in vain difputea 
No more to fquander thefe important moments.} 
Know, that I have not, to the frail dechion 
Of wav'ring fear and female weaknels left 
Qur freedom, fafety, happinefs and honour. 
Even in your own deipitc you ftiali be fav'd. 
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And could 70a be (o I08 to reafon, wild. 
To do what woman never did before, 
What fliocka humanity, accufc y ourfelf j 
You only court dUhonoor to no purpofe ; 
For Agamtman now cannot efcape ; 
I am already m after of this palace ; 
All it preptr'd, my people all are fiic'd, 
All properly difpos'd -, and here I (wot, 
ByJacredjuiUcc, glory, love and vengeance ! 
He diet !— diet in the bath, before the banquet !— 
And with him diet Caffamdre, flie, who dares. 
In her prefumptuous thought, ufurp thy honours. 
She weeps I — O my ador'd ! my Clyttmafftra I 
Forgive this barbarous necefikry truth I 
Did I not love thee, love thee more than empire, 
Than life and glory, would I thus difclofe 
Thete dangerous fecrets ? Could I not have veil'd, 
And, with more certain caution, gain'd my purpofe ? 

Clytimnistka. 
Oh that you had, Egifibm ! then, alas ! 
t would have fondly thought myfelf lefs guilty* 

EcisTHtrs. 
1 lofe my frff in (bftnefs, while the time. 
With danger big, demands intrepid deed). 
Wipe off thefe tears— When next we meet again. 
All will be well. 
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SCENE D. 

CLTTEMMHTtA, 

Ah I when we meet again !— 
I Hand, at M, eonvinc'd, and mail diffenblt— - 
Yet how diflemble i. Fainted, in my .face, 
Are the foil horrors of this bloody deed.— 

. But who are thefe approaching f— Ha ! — Caffanira t 
How fair fhe feeras I how lovely !— hateful charms ! 
That well may rival mine, decay'd, and funk 
By guilt and forrow — She poflefs my bed ! , 

PolTefs my fcepter ! — This reitores my fpirit ;—~ 
I am abus'd ! too patient !— Perifli all ! 
Pwjih my felf, Sgifibta, Agtmema** ! ■ ■ , 

80 this proud rival, this Csffandra perifli 1 '- 

.—■ ' -. ■' : — ■ ■..■,— », 

scene nr. 

Caisakdk*, Trojan captrvts, Meliiakoes, 

Melisandkh, i 

Daughters of Ilium ! By the king's command, 
I come to aik your prefence at the banquet. 
Till then allow me to partake your woes : 
I have a reverence for them. Imyfelf, - • 

Thanks to the gracious gods 1 have known misfortune j 
lam with grief acquainted; therefore can 
■'- Vol. III. K * For 
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For others feel. Sweet fource of every virtue, 
O iacred forrow I He who knows nW thee. 
Know* not the beft emotions of the heart, 
Thofe tender tears that humanize the foul. 
The ugh that chaMu, rie pang that gives delight ; 
He dwell*, too near to cruelty and prick, 
Audita, nark* in thefchool of virtee. 

C*jei*K»*A. 
We thank thee, firager, for thy geatrous pity. 
Heaven hat, it feenu, throughout dilut ■ the good. 
May the kind gods,, the hotpitable powers, 
tot this befriend thee 1 Thou mail wander fKu, 
Wilt their protection., want. "-Bat ^ » awi j 
where is the king 1 

Milisa.!****. 
. He bathes him fin the wMfaat> . 
TT*e banquet mra'A by ten year* wm and Wit 
Cassandka. 
•diml'flghted man T to dream of fejbj joy, 
When his next banquet is perhaprwkri Phut. 
He cone* 1 the god comes rafting on myftral [ 

gently footh me with the voire** mufifl ' 
Afmage my pangs with harmony N— Methiek*, 

1 hear AfilWt lyre. 

M«LIIANBBX. 

MyKeriotrs powers t 
Casiaiidba. 

"1'is gone— And now harm difcord takes its place : 
tDire yeffings now affright my trembling ear. 
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What meant this uproar of the howling forest i. 

The lionets and wolf, together leagu 'd. 

Purine the lion's fife. — Behold ( the fnare, 

Th' infernal fnare is Cet, fpread by the ftream, 

Where, unfufpectmg harm, he baches at noon. 

Soon will tbcfe guiklefs waters blufh. with blood. 
Melisasdi*. 

There is a fort of gloomy light in this, ■ ■ ■ ■ 

That Bathes horror on me. 

Casiahbka. 

A black fwartn 
Of fell ideas feiw my fancy.— Hence ! 
OCaatchmt from this palace! fhambles rather f 
It irnells of carnage t breathes a hideous fleam, 
As if from gaping fepulchres exhal'd. 
And, to 1 the fpotlefs loves, the fports, the joys. 
The weeping tarn fly : while in their place. 
The vices all, the raging furies come ; 
And with them Cemut, the flufti'd god of banquets, 
Befinear'd with gore— They fing the funeral hymn—— 
What do I fee ? What mean thefe mangled forms I 
Thefe pale, thefe nightly phantoms ; fuch at rife, 
To working fancy's eye, in troublad dreams ?— 
See ! where they fit for ever at the gates. 
Demanding vengeance— Vengeance is at hand ■ ■ 
Ha ! 'tis the murder-'d boys, whofe limbs were, here, 
Serr'd np to their own fire, to be devonr'd 1-- 

MsLISAKD**. 

She wakes my dread— The ftory of Thyjttt f 

X, z Cat 
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Cassa*dra. 
With Ais devoted race involv'd I rail : 
Nor Mb the (lave alone — The mailer falls, 
But man fhafl die for man, for woman woman; 
Remember this. 

MiLISAKDER. 
The flave, the matter fall ! 

Cassandra. 
Ah bofom-traitrefs ! Ill-perfuaded queen 1 
And canft thou then the barbarous fecretlceep?— 

Melisander. 
What queen! what lecret > Speak more plain, CaJ/unJre ! 

From guilt, in vain, to greater guilt you fly, 
From crime to crime precipitated — No ! 
The wicked. find no peace— Dillraftkm waits thee !-• 
One offart more— Yes, lave thy lord, and die — 
That throw belong'd to virtue — Cannot then 
The gentle powers prevail ?— A moment yet, 
The doubtful balance yet allows a moment — 
"Cown, down it goes, for vengeance and for Trayi 
But -ah 1 fuch vengeance, as even foes them fel vet 
Abhor to fee I 

Melisander. 
She daggers all my reafon. 
Unveil thefe dreadful oracles— Perhaps— 

Cassandra. 
Yes, in a moment, they will Ue loo plain. 
The monrect conies ! The furies lafli it on ! 
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Ha t Now ! 

M*LlSAND£It. 

Unufaal horror creeps- — 
Cassandea. 

Alas T 
Keep from the murderous Jacrificer's hand, 

keep the victim bull '■ Lo I feiz.'d, he Ijratiii, 
He foams in vain— Behold the lifted blow ( 
Behold the thirdly fteel f— They flrike him !— Hark t! 
What diimal echoes run from room to room ! 

Meli'sandek. 

1 heard a diftant noife !— 

Ca.ssa.wqra- 
\TBt naift tf Agamemnon'/ effo-JJinMim 
beard indiftinSlji and at a difianct, it- 
hind I be fit Hes. 
"Cassandra. 

'Again 1— They Stive,, - 
TV aflaflms labour who {hall wound, him moJL ' 
'Tis done ! — He falls !«—''"' 

Acambmnon, behind tht fitnti* 

\Tbtneift beard dijliaBfy, and near. 
Off! villains f coward) ! off!— t- 
By villains nuirdcr'd I— Oh I ■■ \ 

Great gods !' the king !— 
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SCENE IV. 

Mihsandia, Casianbba, Trojan ttfiivtj, 
Elictka, Oksstzi. 

Elect » a. 
Stop, generous Aran; er r J S nmtmm*m'% friend J 
MlLIIABBER. 

What would Sltffraf what witli Uiii/amitt f 

EtlCTtA. 

Heavens! MtlifaxJir ! 

MlLISANB-fR, 

To the king's aj&ftasce 



I fly; detain a 



Ha! dead! 



Elbctka. 
He b no more !—• 
Miliiakoik. 



El.SCTKA. 

- Yet, murdw'd by Egifihutt dead! 
Pierc'd with a thou fend wounds! O honor ! horror !— • 
We have not time for grief— Qr»fn — Quick ! 
Fly I &ve my brother I 

OassTis. 
Leave my father !— No t 
ft is but one* that I have ever feen him. 
Shall I no more? 

■ " EtHCTJA 
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Elect*a> 

But to revenge fail death, 
OBjr, Orifiit, for thai glorious purpofe ! 
Tremendous gods t Methinlu, I fee bii ghod, 
That bcckont yon *way I 

Ontrrii. 

Icomef Icoacf 
On MtiifimJtr— 

Zlbctia. 
Brother! 
Obiitbj. 

Oh, myfiflerT, 
What will become of thee r 

Elictka. 

Good MiIifM»itr, 

guard my brother I taw oar only hope (■*» 

1 heard a noife— — F»reweU t 

Oiiith, gring. 

Ah I poet EhOra F 



SCENE V. 
Elictka, Ca**a*dba, Trojan iaflivtt. 

El.ICT»». 

The morderen come ! fbun'd with my father's blood I 
Hide me, dtffandre, hide me from a fight 
I cannot bear, a fcene to nature (hocking I 

£ a SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

tbi bacl-fiigt opining ftfitvtrt, at a diftewt, Agamem- 
non'* bofy. Eleflra throw btrftdf by it. 

Cassandka, Trojan" taptivti, Egisthus toitb fiat 

ef Hi party. 

Ecisthos. 
Enough, my friends [—-How low, how filent, now, 
The mighty icafttr lies I*-Another blow 
Crowns my revenge ■ 

Cassand»a. 

It (hall not, bafe affalEn 1 
The gods are^jjift ; amidft the crimes' of men 1 , 
Are firmly jufl, fuprrmcly wile and good; 
The gods are here, in all (heir terrprtprefent I 
See where in dreadful rmje4y they fit I 
And write thy doom in Jgamemiran's bleod ! 

Eoisthu). 
Think not to make me with thefe gloomy fables : 
This arm that has acquirM, fliall guard my power ; 
And fince I now enjoy my long wifli'd vengeance, 
All here is calm and chearful. 

Cassandra. 

Thefalfeboaft 
Of agonizing guilt ! Thy foul, I fee, 
Beneath tlu's hardeo'd pride, this brutal courage, 
::.■.: Bofc 
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Boils with black torments, and with inward tempeft. 
I know whence breaks that gleam of joy athwart thee, 
As lightning itefhes o'er a troubled fey : 
Thoa drcsmft the prince now falb beneath thy fiiry ; 
But hear nod tremble — young Ortftu lives I 

EoisthusV ' ' 
Hence with thy vaia pr*dicti»na, dealing woman fwq ' 



scene vn. 

EeisT*», Ca»9a»»*a, tsft. aW'n tbept affhj^m ( 
jht ie mur&r Ot-tfivta. 

Ec It THUS, 

Well, isCV^wdcadr 

ASBAISIN. 

,«-- Ah, firl efcap'd— 

When afl was ia confufion, here, and tumult, 

Eqistbvs. -i 

O nothing then is done I— Fly 1 tardy villains I \ 

Purfue him to the far theft verge of earth,— — 
No dark retreat, no country. —But here comes, " ; 

Anochfc&ms.' Diflrsciioa winga her pace. 
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SCENE vm. 

ClTTIJIKllTR*. 

Off! gi*tjKM7!:iB]klimlet.m%! 

The wildeft lavage there f— — • 

Why pierce me thus with looks ?— In every eye 

There i» a dagger ;"chgrf at thine- (» Egifibut) — Ha!; 

villain! 
I KaaWthec * %U fir j lt A fl» i , ; . «jhjaie a a ttl h g kjt»- ■■-.-; 
To the red glaringapf */ary'««WCh , . . 
Is aow transibrm'd.— Yes, traitor ! turn away : 
But, ere you go, give meaty pea« "again j 
Give me ray happy family around ; 
Give me my virtue, honour, nvyitoy glory ; 
Or give me dcaTri,' fto' destth-gatinot relieve me. — ■ 
Are thefe thcdeefc'of tow*— I WHitirtHep, 
UiJefs I dip my fluvering fcwin'Haod. 
ComparM whhthfepoBoted, this dire -pAree, 
The fepulchre is gay.— But windier -87 > «■ ■- 
Ah I what iavafls ft where ffifr goflty rly, 
Since from themfclves they ta ano t l-*^ I -WaUt- 
The black abyls difclofes to my view ; 
And down I go, a dark, a deep defcent f' ' ■■ 
Hell from beneath is mov'd a^iy approach : 
Ifs^rincn floclt around. BbcM, they (ay, 
The greatly-wretched, greatly-wicked woman I 

< SEc 
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Her who preferr'd the nflain to the hero I 

The 7>y«» fludw, wkfa ftaipderifira, tfaMkne: 

The Grttiam croo p— Lo I where be comes huafdf! 

See t How in fuilen majefy be ftntici f — 

Oh look not on me with that fileut team 1 

I am too cun'd already J^— 

[Faint, iVo >i* kiww ^ An- atttndaaO, 
fi«IITlllJ. 

Scar her hence : 
And look me he MbU weJL— Bat hark I 

What new alarm* 



SCENE IX. 

Ecisxhus, Cassandra, Ej?c. Ulhmm MstlEMCit, 

A>M*lifitmkr, fir, 
Bore off Ortflu, to tV aucmblcd (mate 
He fhow'd the prince, and rouz'd them to revenge. 
*Ti» nought but rage. The people, in a torrent, 
By Area) headed, poor upon the palace. 
Befidct, each moment, jiJMMMMt'i troops— — 

,j ' m % Eoisthus. 

Quick 1 fumroon here my friends— In /»*» grove 
They ready wait. We this important day 
Will or with conquer* crown, or bravely die. 

Caisahdka. 
No, tyrant, nol the gods refufe thee that; 

& 6 Kot 
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Not like the bravt, bntKke the trembling coward; 
Th' aflafliaatmg coward, thou lhalt die ; 
There I in that Spot, where .<£a ««*«** ties t 

EciJTttCi. 

Lead thefe ill boding women to thek fete j 
And guard ZltSra. 

. Ca!U«D(». 

The moft grateful gift 
A tyrant can bcftow ia inftaot death. 
We fliall be happy roan. Bat all thc-goda. 
Combining all their mercy, from remorfe. 
From icom add mliery, cannot lave the villain* 



End tftbt Bftb/ta. 



EH 
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Spoken by Mn. CIB3ER. 

OUR fanf, to modern rpiltgkt m/te, 
Thinks /tub mm mirth bml JtaJtatgimtmi w*ir ; 
Dijfeli in Hit air /bt moral figh, 
jfad wiftt tit trader ttmrjrtm pity'i tyt t 
Jft mart •with facial -uiarmtb tit btjam burnt j 
Mut all lb' unfttling f'lf/o MM rttwrus. 
• 1 

That it btgaa-.—Aadjeu oppraw'd tit /rata i 
*Tt/l tit ntxt (taplttjimk to ligit m vain. 
Tea cbtck'd bim tbir*.—Te yen, to rta/ta jafl, 
Bt mow bt triumph' d in yaur k'mdiifgaft. 
Charmed by ytnr.frtwn, by your dijphafurt grmt'S, 
& bailt tbt rijtng vtrtut tfjtur taftt. 
Widt villi itt iajlntmt Jprtad at fiat at httma i 
Truth, la bt ltv"d, nttdi only it it fbvwx, 
Ctmfirm it, tatt, tbtfo/biea. It htgttd: 



* Another epilogue was fpokea after the firfc repre- 
fentation of the play, which Dcgan with the firft fix fine* 
•f this : but the reft of that epilogue, having bees very 
jufty difliked by the audience, this was fubAitoted in iu- 
flacc. 

[Siutt 
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Nt fttaUma/bmii tumi tbt p*&Iit i*r ; 
N* h*ad mftUmd <u&tt bimurjhm*4 it bt*r : 
lit ptyki hi*jb tbt mmkft <M fattfmin j 
fht natrtby brtaftjbmU btmvt witi ut dijdmi*. 
Cbajtit-dttlxtrnj, tkt Iritifli^/ 
Sbtllifi imvilt ibtfiir, imAtt tb* fagt : 
B*tbjb*ll attend ' iviH pltot'd, vnH-fltes\i itfrzrt t 
Orifihydnmthtmmji. *kftivt ththtMrt. 



MFRSBi. 
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ALFRED: 



MASQUE. 

Reprefented before their Royal Highneffes 
the Pr in ce and Princess of Wales y 
at CUffdtny on the firft of Augujt, 1740. 

By Mr. Thomson and Mr. Mauit, 



Si <vilimMi turn priorum tempomm nictfjitatt ttrtart^ 
•uinrtmur. JagtuUjitr tft itum ad cxcogftandiim fi- 
wnlath, vtriimtt 1 ftrvitm, UbtrtaU % mitui, sma- 
rt. Plin, Pan. Tiajaa. 
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The A R G U M E N T. 

After the Danes had made them/elves mafiers of 
Chippenham, theftrongejl city in the king- 
dom of Weffex ; Alfred was at once aban- 
doned by all his fubjefts. In this unrverfal 
defection, that monarch found himfelf obliged 
to retire into the littk ijk of Athelney in 
Somerfetmire j a place then rough with 
woods and of difficult accefs. There, in the 
habit of a peafavti he lived unknown, for 
fame time, in a fhepherdts cottage. He isfup- 
pofed to be found in this retreat by the Earl of "■ 
Devon ; wbefe cafile, upon mw Tau, was 
then befieged by tbi Danes. 
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The P E R S O N S. 



AkFBtD, 

Eltmuu» 

HxRMIT, 

Eau h of D*wm, 
Co*.iw, • Aephcrd, 
Emma, Mi wife, 



Mr. MuwAnn. 
Un. Ho*toii. 
Mr. Qjim. 
Mr. Mtui. 
Mr. Sal wat. 
Mn.Ci.ivi. 



AB&4, 6*UUri t Sfiritt* 



in Sjiant prsfttS. A bfimt't cavt in full virm, 
tittrbwtg viitb trttt, -wild ani grot(J$u*. 
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ALFRED: 

A 

MASQUE. 



ACT I, SCENE L 

C O K I-K, £ M M A. 

Emm*. 

SHepherd, 'tis ha. Beneath yon aged otic. 
All on the flowery turf he lays him down, 
Colin. 

Soft • let us not diflurb bins. Gentle Ernmt, 
Poor tho' he be, unfriended and unknown. 
My pity waits with reverence on his fortune 
Modeft of carriage, and of fpeech mo& grabow. 
As if fome faint or angel, in difguifc. 
Had grae'd our lowly cottage with hit pretence. 

He 

o,Goog]c 
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He Heals, I know not how, into the heart, 

And makes it pane to ferve him; Trufl me, Emma-, 

He is no common man. 

■ ' ' Btf-ftfA. ' 

L Some lord, perhaps, 

Or valiant chief, that from our deadly foe, 
The haughty, cruel, unbelieving Date, 
Seeks (helter here. 

OaiN. 
And" (heller; ha Jfcall find*. . 
Who Iovm his country, is my friend and brother. 
Behold hun well. Fair virtue in his afpect. 
Even thro' die hofaely_io£ct that conceal* him, 
Shines forthand proves him noble. Seeft thou, Emma, 
Yon weftern clouds i The fun they ftrjve to hide. 
Yet darts hit beam around. ^ • - - " 

Emma. 
.a ;■■ . ' Your thtmght^is mine : 
He is not what his prefent fortunes, fpeak him. 
But, ah! the raging foe is all around qs : 
Wc dare not keep him- here. 

Corih, 

Content thee, wife :: 
This ifland b «f ftrength. Nature's own hand 
Hath planted round a deep defence of woods, 
The founding afh, (he mighty oak ; each tree 
A iheltcring grove :■ and choak'Jup all between 
With wild encumbrance of perplexing thorns, 
And horrid brakes. ■ Beyond this woody verge, 
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Two rivers broad and rapid hem ui in. 
Along their channel Ipreads the golphy poo], 
And trembling quagmire, whole deceitful green 
Betrays the foot it tempts. One path alone 
Winds to this plain, fo roughly difficult, 
This Gngle arm, poor fliepherd as I am. 
Could well difpute it with twice twenty Dams. 

Emma. 
Yet think, my Curia, on the flern decree ' 

Of that proud foe, " Who harbours or relieves 
" An EngHjb captain, dies the death of traitors ; 
*■ But who their haunts difcovcrs, mail be (afe, 
" And high rewarded,'* 

C.ORIN. 

Now, juft heaven forbid, ■ 
A Britijk man fliould ever count for gain ' 
What villainy muft earn. No : are we poor ? 1 

Be honefty our riches. Are we mean, 
And humbly born i The true heart makes us noble. 
Thefe hands can toil, can fow the ground and reap 
.For thee and thy fweet babes. Our daily labour 
Is daily wealth; it finds us bread and raiment. 
Could Damjb gold give more f And for the death 
Thefe tyrants threaten, let me rather meet it* 
Than e'er betray my gueft.— 

Emma. 

Alas the while, 
' That loyal faith is fled from hall and bower, 
To dwell with village- fwains ! 

Con IK. 
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COKIM. 

Ah look I behold r 

Where, like fbme goodly tree by wintry winds 
Tom from the roots and withering, our fad gueft 
Lies on the gronad diffus'd. 

Emma. 

I weep to lee it. 

CoRIN, 

Then haft x newt (Veer, pity loves to dwell in. < 

Dry up thy tein ( and lean on this joft hope: 
If yet to do away hit country's Hume, 
To ferve her bravely «m fome bleft occafion, 
W for thefe ends this ftranger fought our cottage, 
The heavenly hoftt are horerhig here unfeen. 
To watch and to proteft him. — But oh ( when— 
My heart burnt for it— Ihall I fee the hour 
Of vengeance on thofe Dmnijb iufidds, 
That war with heaven and us r 
Emma. 

Akt, my love I 
Thefe paffionsare not for the poor man's flaie. 
To heaven and to the rulers of the land 
Leave fireh ambitious thoughts. Be warn'd, my Ctrl*: 
And think <nr little all depends on thee. 

( 
SONG. 
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SONG. 

O peati! tbtfairtft cbili »/ btavn. 
To lubotnlbi filvaa rtiga war pvfn, 
fit volt, tbtfnMmm mi tit jrtw, 
With «,*9&t*rfi*m rf k*»: 

JRtturn, imtbEafta*tfIe*jm*i»ilr)tTm*. 

Cof..h. 
HnA: ceafe thy long— -For fee, our mournful gaefil 
■His rais'd hit head — and lo I who comet to greet him* 
Hb friend, the woodman of ihe Mgkboofing dale. 
Whom laic, as jreftar eveniag-ftar •reft. 
At Imre^cft I (bund a^ hither arosght. 



SCENE H. 

AlhED, Eurlt/J)T.VOV. 

Alp ago. 
How long, O ever gracious heaven 1 how long 
Shall war thus defolste this profbate land f 
All, all is loft— And Atfnd lives to tell it I 
His cities laid in duft 1 his fnbjefb flaughter'd I 
Or into flaves debased! the marderous roe 
Proud and exulting in the general ihame J— 

Are 
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Are thefe thing* fo r and he without die means 
Of great revenge fttaft'dpwn below the hope 1 
Of fuccouriog thole he weeps for i O defpnk I 
O grief of pie& I 

Divoh. '■ 

, Old a* I am, my liege. 

In rough mi harden' d, and with dim familiar, 
Thrfe e/ei have long forgot to rhek with foftnefs; 
ButO, my gracious mate, they have feen— — 
All-pitying heaven ! — fuch fights of ruthlefc rage. 
Of total deflation— 

Ait/Mis* 

O my people I 
O raw'd E*$ lami!— DtffM, thofe were blcft, 
. Who dy'd before this time. Ha 1 and thofe robbers, 
That violate the fanerJty of leagues, ■ - ' 

The reverend feal of oaths -, that bafely broke, 
Like nightly rafSans, on the hour of peace. 
And ftole a viAory from men unarm "d, 
Thofe Dann enjoy their crimes 1 dread vengeance 1 fon 
Of power and julticet come, array'd in terrors, 
Thy garment red with blood, thy keen fword drawn ; 
6 come, and on the heads of faithlefs men 
Poor ample retribution; men whofe triumph 
Upbraids eternal juftice.— But no more : 
Submiffion is heaven's due.— I will not launch 
Into that dark abyfs where thought in oft drown. 
Proceed, my lord : on wkh the mournful tale. 
My griefs broke off, 

Devon. 
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Devon. 
From yonder heath -crown 'd hill. 
This [Hand's enftern point, where in one ftream 
The Ihoni and Parrti roll their blending ware*, 
I look'd, and law the progrejs of the foe, 
Ai of fome tempeft, foine devouring fire, 
That ruins without mercy where it fpreads. 
The riches of the year, the golden grain 
That liberal crown'd our plain;, lies trampled wide 
By hoftilc feat, gr rooted up ; and wafte 
Deforms the broad high-way. From fpace to fpace, 
Far as my (training eye could ihoot its beam. 
Trees, cottages, and callles, finoak to heaven 
In one afcending cloud. But oh for pity I 
That way, my lord, where yonder verdant height 
Declining Hides into a fruitful vale, 
Unfightly now and bare t a few poor hinds» 
Grey-hair 'd, and thinly clad, flood and beheld 
The common ravage ; motionlefs and mute 
With hands to heaven uprais'd, they flood, and wept— 
My tears attended theirs — - 

AlFIED. 

If this lad light 
Could pain thee to fiich angiiifli, what mult I 
Their king and parent feel ? — It is a torment 
Beyond the ftrength of patience to end. re. 
Why end I not at once this wretched being r 
The means are in my hand. — But malt a prince 
Thus poorly Ihroud him in the grave from pain. 

Vol. III. L And 



*„ Google 



»i8 AjL-FRED. 

And fenfe of frame J The madman, nay the toward; 
Has often dar'd the fame. A monarch holds 
His life in truft for others. I will live then : 
Let heaven difpofe the reft. 

I>TiVOPJ. - ■ 

Thrice-noble JffrtJ, 

And England's only hope, whofe virtues raife 
Our.frail mortality, our human duit, 
Up to angelic fplendor and perfection i 
With you to bear the worft of ills, the fpoil 
Of wafteful war, the loft of life or freedom, 
la happinefs, is glory. 

Alfred. 

Ah, look round thee : 
That mud-built cottage is thy fovereign's palace. 
Yon hind, whofe daily toil is all his wealth, 
Lodges and feeds him. Are thefe times for flattery, 
Or call it praife J fuch gaudy attributes 
Would mifbecome our bell and proudeft fortunes. 
But what are mine? what is this high-prais'd Alfred 't 
Among ten thoufand wretches, moll undone. 
That prince who fees his country laid in ruins, 
His fubjefts pcrifliing beneath the fword 
Of foreign rage, who fees and cannot fave them, 
Is but fupreme in mifery 1 

Devon. 

My Liege, 
Who has not known ill fortune, never knew 
Himfelf, or his own virtue. Be of comfort ; 



W» 
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We can but die at loft. Till that boor comcj, 

Let noble anger keep our hopes alive. 

A fudden thought, as if from heaven infptr'd* 

Darts on ray foul. One eaflle flill is ours, 

Tho' clofe begirt and fliaken by the Dantt. 

In this dilgnife, my chance of paffing on, 
Of entering there unknown, is promifing. 
And wears a lucky race. 'Tis our laft Hake, 
And I will play it like a man whofc life. 
Whole honour hangs upon a Jingle call. 
Mean while, my lord— — 

Alfred.' 
Ha ! Dt-oan, thou haft rousV 
My (lumbering virtue. I applaud thy thought. 
The praife of this brave daring ihall be thine : 
The danger Ihall be common. We will both 
Strait.rcmpt the Dtfni#-campj and gain this fort ; 
To animate our brothers of the war, 
Thofe Eng-iijbmin wfco yet deferve that name. 
And hear, eternal Juftice t if my life 
Can make atonement for diem, King of Kings ! 
Accept thy willing viclinn On my head 
Be all their woes : To them be grace and mercy. 
Come on, my noble friend. 

Devon. 

Ah, good my liege, 
What fits a private valor, and might grace 
The fimple foldier's courage, would proclaim 
Hi» general's ralhnefs. You are EnglamTi king : 

L t Your 
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Your in6mt children, and your much-lov'd queen j 
Nay more, the public weal, ten thouland (calif 
Whole hope you are, whofe all depends on you. 
Forbid this enterprise. 'Tia nobler virtue 
To check thi» ardor, to referve your lword 
For fome great day of known and high import i 
That to your country, to the judging world 
Shall juftify alt hazards you may run. 
This trial fuitl but me. 

At Fit SO. 

Well, go, my friend; 
If thou (halt profper, thou wilt call me hence 
To head my people from their fears recover'd. 
May that good angel, who infpir'd thy thought, 
Throw round thy Aept a veil of cloudy air. 
That thou mayft walk invjjible and fide. 
He's gone — and now without a friend to aid ma, 
I fland alone, abandon'd to the gloom 
Of my fad thoughts— Said I without a friend r 
Oh blafphemous diftruft I Have I not Thee 
All-powerful friend and guardian of the righteous. 
Have I not Thee tp aid me ? Let that thought 
Support my drooping foul.— But, lift. Ha I whence 
Thefe air-bom notes that found in meaiur'd fwectndj 
Thro' this vaft filence ? 
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SCENE in. 

Seltan ikujit ii beard at a difianee. It tomes nearer in 
a fall /jmptmty: after i*bich a Jingle trumpet fiundi 
a high and awakening air. Tien the following fianMM 
are fang by tvie atrial Jftriti unfit*. 

Firfi Spirit, 
JBear, Alfred, father tf ih, fiate, 

Thy gemot heaven' ') bigb will declare t 
What prove* the hers trmly great, 

It never, never to difpair : 



Second Spirit. 
Thy hope aviaie, thy heart expand 
With all ill vigor, all in fret, 
Arife! and Jove a finking land I 

thy country colli', and txaven infpiree, 

BotbSritiiTt. . 
Mart* calls, and heaven infpiret. 



SCENE IV. 

Alfrid alone. 

All hail, ye gentle minifters of heaven ! 

Your fong infpirea new patience thro' my breaft, - 

L 3 Aod 
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And generous hape : it wings my mounting foul 
Above th* entangling mafs of earthly paffions. 
That keep frail man, tho' (boggling to be free, 
Still fluttering in the duft. 



SCENE V. 
Alfkbd, (hi Hkruit *4v*mwiag£mhhum, 

AlHID. 

Thrice-happy Hermit ! 
Whom than die heavenly hafakantt attend, 
Bleiling thy calm retreat ; while ruthlds war 
fills the polluted land- with blood and crimet. 
In this extremity of F.xglamTi rate. 
Led by thy facred character, I come 
For comfort and advice. Thy aged wiGiwrt, 
Purg'd from the flonny cloud of hivmm panels, 
And by a ray from heaven exalted, fees 
Deep thro' futurity. Say what remains, 
What yet remains to lave oar profirate country r 
Nor fcorn this anxious qucnion even from me, 
A nameleft Ibanger. 

Heautt. 

Alfrti, Emgla*f* king. 
All nail 1 and welcome to this humble cell. 

Alfkid. 
Whence doft thou know me, venerable father ? 

Hermit. 
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Laft night, when with a draught from that cool fountain 

I had my wholfpme, fober fupper crown'd ; 

As is my ftated cuftom, forth I walk'd, 

Beneath the tolcmn gloom and glittering Iky, 

To feed my foul wjth prayer and meditation. 

And thus to inward harmony compos'd. 

That fweeteA mufic of the grateful heart, 

Whofe each emotion it a filent hymn, 

I to my conch retir'd. Strait on mine eye* 

A pleating (lumber fell, whofe myftic power 

Seal'd up my ierrfes, but enlarg'd my font. 

At once, difclos'd amid the dark waite night, L i 

Appear'd a vifion— not the dream of fancy. 

But fent from heav'n, prophetic, and divine. 

For know, this ample element contains 

Unnumber'd fpiritua) beings, or malign, 

Or good to man. Thefe, when the groffer eye 

Of nature fleeps, oft play their feveral parts. 

As on a fcene, before th' attentive mind, 

And to the favour'd man difdofe the future. 

Led by thefe fpirits friendly to this ifle, 

I liv'd thro' future ages ; felt the virtue, 

The great, the glorious paflions that will fire 

Diftant pofterity : when guardian laws 

Are by the patriot in the glowing fenate 

Won from corruption j when th' impatient arm 

Of liberty, invincible, ihall fcourge 

The tyrant* of mankind— and when the deep, 

L 4 Through; 
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Through all her (welling waves, (hall proudly joy 
Beneath the boundlefs empire of thy fans, 
J Taw thee, Alfrti, too— But o'er thy fortunes 
lay clouds impenetrable. 

Alfred. 

Ah, good hermit, 
That (bene is dark indeed I Ye awful powers [ 
To what am I refer? *d I Still mult I roam 
A wanderer here, inglorious and unknown f 
Or am^I dcltin'd your great inftnuncnt, 
From fierce oppreffion to redeem this land ? 

Hermit. 
Perhaps, the laft. — 'But, prince, remember, then. 
The vows, the noble ufes, of affliction. 
Prefifrve the quick humanity it gives, 
The pitying, fodal fenfe of human weaknefs : 
Yet keep thy ftubbom fortitude entire, 
The manly heart that to another's woe 
Is tender, but fuperior to its own. 
Learn to fubmit ; yet learn to conquer fortune. 
Attach theelfrmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices of life : to life itfelf, 
With all its vain and tnnfient joys, lit loofe. 
Chief, let devotion to the fovereign mind, 
A fteady, chearful, abfolute dependance 
On his befl, wifeft government, poffefs thee. 
In thoughtlefs, gay prosperity, when all 
Attends our with, when nought is feen around us 
But, kneeling flattery, and obedient fortune j 
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Then are blind mortals apt, within themfelre* 
To fix their ftay, forgetful of the giver. 
But when that humbled, Jl/rtJ, as thon art. 
When to their feeble natural powen redue'd, 
Tis then they feel this univerfal truth— 
That heaven is all in all— and man is nothing. 

Alfred. 
X thank thee, father, for thy pious counfel. 
And witnefs, thon dread power I who feeft my heart ; 
That if not to perform my regal talk. 
To be the common father of my people, 
Patron of honour, virtue and religion j 
If not to ihelter ipduftry, to guard 
Her honelt portion from oppreffive pride. 
From waftefuf riot, and the fons of rapine, 
Who bafcly ravilh what they dare not earn ; 
If not to deal out juftice, like the fun, 
With equal light ; if 'not' to fpread Ihy bounty, 
The treafures trufted to me, not my own, 
On all the fmiling ranks of nourifh'd life ; 
If not to raife our drooping Engti/b namt,^ 
To clothe it yet with terrour ; make this knd 
Renown'd for peaceful arts to blefs mankind, 
And generous war to humble proud oppreflbrs : ' ' 
If not to build on an eternal bafe, 
On liberty and laws, the public weal : 
If not for thefe great ends I, am ordain'd, 
May I ne'er idly fill the throne of England f 

L { Hermit. 
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Hermit. 

Still may thy breaft thefe fentimenti retain, 
In profperoualife. 

Alfibtj. 
Profperity were rant, " 
Could it dtftrey or change fiich thougha as theft. 
When Thofe whom heaven diilkiguiihes o'er millions, 
Prof'ufely gives them honours, riches, power. 
Whatever In' expanded heart can wim ; when they. 
Accepting the reward, neglect the duty ; 
Or worfe. pervert thofe gifts to deeds of ram : 
Is there a wretch they rale fo mean aa they r 
Guilty, at once of iacrilege to heaven. 

And of perfidious robbery to me n ■ 

But hark I methinki I hear a plaintive twcc 
Sigh thro* the vale, and wake the n 

SONG. 



5*utet iialliy, fay, wiw, pnjtvt lying* 
Far m, »ur children, England, fighing, 
7ht btfi of mortal* Irani hit bmi. 
Yi fhuttlaiiu, iimflii by myjbrmo, 
Ti brttkt that my complaining/ berrrw* 
O had mi to hh latttly bid ; 
Or if mj levtr, 
Dttp tm&di, ym tnver r 
Jb •whrfptr wbtrt ynrjbaitvit n'tr him fatal t 
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'Tit nil tbt lofi of pump and plttfurr, 
Ofmfirt, or oft in/el trtafitrt, 

That drops this tear, tbatfinills tbh groan t 

No i from a nobler cauft procttfing, 

Ahtnrt tvitb low anifattintjs binding, 

I brtatht my fadly~pUafitsg moan. 

With othtr anguijb 

If cam it languijb : 

For love <will f til tttforrtvis but bis won. 



§ C E N E vr. 

Alfred, Hermit, Eltruda, advancing. 



Sore, by the voice, and purport of the Cong, 
This generous mourner is my queen Eltruda, 
And yet how can that be?— -O all good powent 
Tii flic t 'tisflwL 

Eltruda. 
My lord, my life, my Alfitit 
Oh take me to thy arms j with toil o'ercome, 
And fudden tranfport, thus at once to find thee. 
In this wild forelt, pathlefs and perglext 1 

Alfred. 
Come to my foul, thou deareit, beft of women I 
Come, and repofe thy farrows in my bofom. 
L 6 
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O all my paffions mix in doubtful ftrife ! 
If pain or joy, prevail, I fearer can fay, 
While thus Iclafpthee, and recall the perils 
To which thy trembling fteps have been expoa'd,. 
Why haft thou left the convent where I plac"d thee ? 
Why, unprote&ed truft thee to a land, 
A barbarous land where rages Danijb war [ 
Our hofpitable England k no more f 

Dire was the caufe, my Alfrtd. The rous'd country, 

"Alt wild in breathlefs terror and confufion, . 

Inform'd us, a near party of the Dana, 

Whofe brutal fury {pares no fex, no age. 

No place however privileg'd or holy. 

Were on full march that way, -Inftant I fled. 

In this diiguife, with only thefc attendants ; 

But in our way oft chear'd by airy voices. 

To bear to this retreat our helplefs children, 

Alfred. 
Ah wanderers too young I ab haplefs children !: 
But more unhappy Sire ! who cannot give, 
To thofc he loves, protection. 

Eltivua. 

Thou too, Alfnd^ 
^Art thou not unattended ? None to ferve thee, 
To foothe thy woes, to watch thy broken flumbers f 
And when the filent tear o'erflows thy eye, 
None, with the warm and cordial lip of love. 

To 
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To Idft it otfl' There bio loveapower, . 

There is a fbfl divinity, that draws - 

Transport even from diftrefi i that gives die heart 

A certain pang, excelling far the joy* 

Of grofa unfeeling life. ■ Befides, my Jl/rtJ, 

Even had the Any of this barbarous foe' 

Not fbrc'd me from the convent,, life it fhort ; 

And now it tremblei on the wing of danger : 

Why fhould we lofe it then ? One well-fey 'd hour,. 

In fuch a tender cfrcumfhtfice t& lovers. 

Is better than an age of common time, 

Alfred. 
Oh 'tis too much ! thy tendernefi o'ercomes me t 
Nay, look not on me with that fweet dejection. 
Thro' tears that pierce sly foul t— Chear thee, my love : 
Hope fall the beft ; that better days await us, 
And fairer from remembrance.— Thoa, Elirnh t . 
Thou art a pledge of happinefs !— On thee 
Good angels wait ; they led thy journey hither.: 
And I have heard them, in elm wild retreat, 
Warbling immortal airs, and frraini of comfort— 
But ah the foe is round ut : and this ifle 
Now holds my foul's beft wealth, the treafur'd ftore 
Of all my joys.— I go tofkirt it round, 
To vifit every creek and fed gy bank. 
Where ruffles thro' the reeds the fhadowy gale ; 
Or where the bending umbrage drinks the ftreami 
Left danger unawares fhould ileal upon us. 



And 
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And now, by flow dtgreaa, Wana ana* lad, 
Wide-fitfling o'er the world, the n^hdj filades 
HvA <1m brown, wood*, and deepen all then honors; 
While humbled into reft, and aw'd by darkne& fc 
Each creatare feeks the covert. To that cell 
Retire, my life. I will not long beabfent* 



BdtfOeFtrfiM. 
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ACTH. SCENE I; 

Atr>ID ahnt. 
>HPI S- now the depth, of darkn=f:t and repofc. 

X AH nature feems to reft : while Alfrti wakes* 
To think, and to be wretched.— Where yon oak 
With, wide and dufey (hade o'erhaagt the ftream, 
Thataglides ia filence by, I took my ffiand : 
What time the glow-worm thro* the dewy path 
Ficft Quit his twinkling flame. I flood attentive, 
Lifteiiing each noife from wood-dad hQl and dale ; 
But all wu iiuih'd antuad. Nor trumpet's clang,. 
Nor fiiout of roving foe, nor hafty tread 
Of evening naffenger, diftuAM the wide 
And awful m'llnefi. Homeward as I iped, 
O'er many a delve, thro' many a path perplex** 
Maze running into maze ; ill-boding thoughts 
Haunted my Heps.— Perhaps my gallant friend, 
Difcover'd to the Dantt t this moment bleeds 
Beneath their fwords ! or lies a breathleft coci. 
The prey of midnight wolves.— Sonic mournful found" 
Strikes uukkn on my fesfit, 

JCENB 
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SCENE 1L 

Alfred, Elthuca. 

Eltruda. 

Here will I lean 
On this green bank, to wait the wifli'd return 
Of morning and my lewd. 

Alfred. 

My gentle love, 
Lltruda, why to this untimely iky 
Expofethy health? The dews of night fallfaft; 
The chill breeze lighs aloud. 

Eltkuda. 

I could not reft. 
Can love repofe when apprehenGon wakes, 
Andwliifpcrs to the-neart all dreadful things, 
That walk with night and Solitude f Me thought r 
In each low murmur of the woods, I heard. 
Th' Invading fbe-H>r heard my Alfred groan I 
Our tender infants too— their fancy 'd cries 
Still found within my ears! 

Alfred* 

Ebtuia, there 
I am a woman too : I who mould cheer, 
And Jheltef thee from every eare. My children ! 
The thought of what may chance to them, compleant 
Their fiuhei's. fum. of woes. O what fafe fliade 

Can 
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Can fkretn their opening bloflbm from the ftonn 
That beats fevere on us 1 Not fweeter buds 
The primrofe in the vale, nor fooner flirinla 
At winter') cburlifh blaft— 

Eltruda. 

Behold, my lord — 
Good aogelt Ihieldut— What a flood of brightMil - 
Want round our head* I 

Alfred. 
The hermit move* thia way. 
That wondrogi man holds converfe with the bo* 
Of higher natures. Theft far beaming fire* 
Were doabtlefs kindled up at hia command. 
Be filent and attcfltiTC. 



SCENE in. 

AlpeiD) Eltrvda^ Hi « mit. . 

HlRlMT. 

I have heard 
Thy fond complainings, Jlfrtd, 
Aukin. 

You have then, . _ 
Good rather, heard the eaiife that wring) them from me. 

Heruit. 
The human race one fons of forrow born : 
And each mult hare bis portion. Vulgar minds. 

Refufe, 
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Refufe, m crcuch bfnaath theii load,: the brans) . 
Bear theirs without repiniog. 

A*IUB» 

Who- can bear 
The fhaft that wMnds him thro.* an infant's fide ? 
When wh.Qf* we lore,; tu whom we owe proteftiou* 
Implore the hand we. cannot teach, to fare them i . 

Hi » HIT. 
Weep not, Jf itrwta.— Yet th/yi art a king, 
AH private pafljpn*. £aU before that name. 
Thy fubje&s claim (hee whole. 

Alisb.ii. 

Cau pyblic trial, 
O reverend fage! deftroy the fofter ttei . 
That twine around the parent's yearning heart ? 
That holy pafflon heaven itftlf infus'd. 
And blended with thq ftream that feeds our life. 

Hi « HIT. 

You lore you; thildron, prince;— - . , 
Alt bed. 

Lives there on earth. 
In air, or ocean, creature tame or wild 
That has not known this nniveHai love-) 
All nature feels it intimate and deep, 
And all her fens of iaftinct or of rcafon. 

HlEHIT. 

Then (hew that paffion in its noblell form. 
Seafon their tender yean with every virtae. 
Social or felf-retk'd ; of public grcatndi. 
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Or lovely in the hour of" private life i 
With aH that can exalt, or can adorn 
Their princely rank. 

Alfred. 

Alas, their hope mull ftoop, 
Such mf unhappy Tate, to humbler aims : 
Afflicoon and bale want malt be their teachers. 

Hermit. 
Affliction is die wholfbme toil of virtue -. 
Where patience, honour, fweet humanity, 
Olnrottinute taka root; ancrftrongly ffcurift. 
But profpcrous fortune, that allures with pfeafijre, 
Dazles with pomp, and undermines with flattery! 
Poi ions the foil, and it* befl prodadt kills. 
Should'ft thou regain thy throne— 
Alfred. 

My throne ? What gEmpfe, 
What fmalleft ray of hope— 
Hirmit. 

That day may come— 
What do I feel I My labouring bread expands 
To give the glorious inspiration room. 
And now the cloud that o'er thy future fate. 
Like total night, lay heavy and obfeure, 
Fades into air : and all the brightening fceue 
Dawns gay before me I A long line of kings,. 
From thee defending, glorious and renown'd. 
In Jhadowy- pomp I fee ( 

Genius 
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Geaias of England! hovering netry 
In all thy radiant charms appear. 

O come and fummon, ftom the world unknown, 
Thote mighty chiefs, thofe fotu of future tame,, 
Who, ages hence, this ifland fliall adorn, 
And fpreaJ to diftant realms her glorious name. 
Slow let the visionary forms ariie,. 
And folemn pafi before oar wondring eyes. 

[Afr/fc grand and mmfi& TbiGtum d&tm&mf 
jtnfs tbtfelk>wing 

SONG. 

From thofe tlernaJ regions bright, 
Wbtrtfmni, that never fit <« night* 

Dijfuft tbtgoldtn day ; 
Wbtrtfpring unfading fourt around, I 

O'tr all thi dew-impearl 'd ground, 

Htr then/and colour! gay : J 

OtubetBer en thi fountain) Jl&uitry fidt % . 

Whence living •wattrtglidt, 

Or in the fragrant grtve, 
Wbafefbudt tmbofomi peace and low. 
New pit a fur a all yaur boun employ. 
And raviSt- tvtry ftnft -with tviryjtj T 

Gnat hiiri of IMfir* ! J*t unborn. 

Who Jhall tbiiijlandlatt adorn; ' ' 
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A mexarcb'i drooping thought ti thear, 
Apptar t appear 1 appear t 
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%n'(;t/EDWA»D III, Philifpa bit quit*. 
a*4 the Black Prince hi; /en, arifi, 

HlKMIT. 

Alfred, look ; and fay, 
JYhat (celt thou yonder ? 

Alfred. 
Three majeitic (hapes : 
Two habited Kfee miglrty warriors old'; 
A third in whofe bright afpeft beauty ftnilcs 
More Toft and feminine. A lucid veil, 
From her fair neck dependant float! around, 
Ligh [-hovering in the gale. ,. 

Hermit. 

Q Alfred, man ' 
Belov'd of heaven, behold a king indeed t 
Matchleft in arms ; in arts of peaceful rule, 
A fovereigo's tnieft glory, yet more fam'd, 
England's third Eduiard\—M his fear'd approach, 
Proud France, even now, thro' all her dukedoms quakes. 
Her Genius fighs : and from th' eternal fliorc, 
The foul of her great Charles, a recent gueft, 
Looks back to earth, and mourns the dittant woes, 
His realms are dootn'd to feel from Edward's wrath. 
Beneath his fkndard, Britain fliall go forth, 
Array 'd for conqueft, terrible in glory : 
And nations flirink before her. O what deaths, 

What 
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What deflation flail her vengeance fpread. 
From engines yet unfound ; whofe lightnings flafb, 
Whole thunders roar, amazing, o'er the plaint 
As if this king had fummon'd from on high. 
Heaven's- dread artillery to fight his battle I 
Nor is renown in war hie fole ambition : 
A nabler paffioii labours in his breaft — *• 
J/fnJ attend— to make his people bleit ! . ( , 

The (acred rights that.rcafon loudly claims 
For free-born men— thefe, AJ/nJ, are his care t 
Oft to confirm, and fix them on the bafe 
Of equal laws.— O father of mankied 1 
Succeffive praifes from agrateful land 
Shall faint thy name for ever 1 

, Alfred. 

Holy fage, . 
Whom angels thus enlighten and infpire, 
My bofom kindles at thy heaven- born flame. 
Great ZdiMptd .' Be thy conqnejb and .their .psaife 
Unrival'd to thy felf. But O rhy fame 
For care paternal of the public weal ; i 

.for Svghnd bleft at home— my rapt heart pants 
To equal that renown I 

Hermit. 

Know Jarther, Alfitd\ 
A ibvercign's great example forms a people. 
The public hreaft is noble, oris vile, 
As he infpircs it In this Eiiasrt* time, 
WannUby hiscourtige,. by his honcwr KuYd, 

High 

Cooylc 
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Jffigh Rvnes the Britijh Ipirlt like the fun. 
To rtiine o'er half 'the globe : and where it mines, 
Tie cherKh'd World to brighten and enrich. 

Laft fee this monarch in his hour of Jeifure ; 
"Even facial on a throne, .and tailing joys 
TofoKtafygrcafnefsTeldbm Known, 
As friend, as fiufBandj and as father Weft. ■ 
That god ; like^ Yauii rthnark," his eldeft hope, 
Who gives new luilrcco the name he bears t 
A hero ere a man.— I fee him now , 
On Cr^'s glorious plain I The father's hearty '. 

With anxious love and wonder at his daring, 
Beats high in" mingled trarifport. Great him felF, 
Great vbove'jfaUnfy, the guilty^ mark 
That brands 'all meaner minds, fee, '. he applauds 
The filial excellence, and gives him fcQpe 
To blaze in his full brightnefs I— Lo, again 
He fends him dreadful to a nobler field : 
The danger aftttth^gjory. all his own ! 
A captive king, the rival 'of -his arms, 
Ifee adorn his triumph! Hea veil -I -.what grace 
What fplendoi from his gracious temper mild 
TJiat triumph draws ! As gentle mercy kind, 
Be chears the holtile prince whofe fall he weeps f 

: ' Alfred. 

A fon fo rich in virtues, and fo grae'd 
With all that gives thofe virtues fair to mine, 
J Wsea-I- l w<flitt : ift'*f heaven fomentighly bflon. 
Should claim the foremofi- place. 
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1 Hermit. . ■ -•> 

Remember then. 
What to thy infant Tons from thee is due, 
As parent and as prince. 

Eltkuba. 

Forgive me, Hermit, 
forgive a queen and wife her anxious fbndnefs. 
Yon beauteous ihade, that, as I gaze her o'er, 
My wonder draws, efcapes your graver thought. 

Hermit. . 
O bright Ellrxda ! thou whofe blooming youth, 
Whole amiable fweetoefs promife bleflmgj 
To Alfred and to England '! fee, and mark. 
In yonder pleating form, the beft of wives, , 

The happieft too, repaid with all the faith, . 
With all the rriendJhip, love and-duty claim. 
She, powerful o'er the heart her charms enflave— 
O virtue rarely praclis'd 1 — ufes nobly 
That happy influence ; to prompt each purpofe 
Fair honour kindles in her Edward's breaft. 
Amid the pomps, the pleafires of a court. 
Humble of heart, fererely good ; the friend 
Of modeft worth, the parent of the poor. 
Eliruda I O tranfinit thefe noblcft charms 
To that fair daughter, that unfolding role. 
With which, * at m this day, heaven crown'd your loves. 



• TOii ni/pmi mittai la hi a&ti el Oiffdeo, en tbtiirA- 
4aj afbtr Royal Hi{b*tft tbtfriactft Augufta, 
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Tbtffirit »f Elizabeth mrifii, 

.Alfkbd. 

Say, who is (he, in whom the noble graces, 
Th' engaging manner, dignity and cafe, 
Are join'd with manly fenfe and 'refohition ? 

Hermit. 
The great Eliza. She, amid a world 
That threatrung fwells in high commotion round her ; 
Each dangerous Kate her unrelenting foe, 
And chief a proud enormous empire ilretch'd 
O'er half mankind ; with not one friendly power. 
But what her kind creating hand fliall raife 
From out the marines of the branching Rhine; 
And min'd, at home, her ever-tottering, throng 
By reftlefs bigots, who, beneath the maflt 
Of mild religion, are to every crime 
Set loofe, the faithlefs fons of barbarous zeal : 
Yet (he (hall crown this happy.iile with peace. 
With arts, with riches, grandeur and renown,; 
And quell, by turns, the madnefs of her foes. 
As when the winds, from different quarters, urge 
The tempefton our fhore: fecure, the -cliffs 
Repel its idle rage, and pour it back. 
In broken billows, foaming to the main. 

Vol. III. M Alfred. 
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Alfred. 

How fhall the, Hermit, gain r.hefe glorious ends ?j 

Hermit. 
By filent wifdom, whofe informing power 
Works unperceiv'd : that feemsin council flow 3 
But, when refolv'd, and ripe for execution. 
That parts like lightning from the fecret gloom : 
By ever felling the right feint »f iiimu, 
Her trueft intereft j which fhc firm purfues, 
Wroh Heady patience, thro the maze of (lace, 
The ftorm of oppofition, theniixt views, 
And thwarting manag'd paffions of mankind : 
By hosting the divifions of her people, 
And (owing that fell pell among her foes : 
By laving; from the vermin of a court, 
Her creature ; which, when fair occafion calls. 
She knows to lavifh, in protecting arts. 
In guarding nations, and in nuriing flates : 
By calling up to power, and public life. 
Each virtue, each ability : yet Jit, 
Amid the various worthies glowing round her, 
StillJhines'thenrftt the central fun that wakes. 
That rules their every motion : not the flave. 
And paflive property of her own creatures. 
But the great foul that animates her reign, 
That lights it to perfection, is the love, 
The confidence unbounded, which her wifdom,' 
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Her probity and juftice, ShzH infpira 

Into the public bread. Hence cordial faith. 

Which nought can {hake ; hence unexhauikd treafure ; 

And hence, above all mercenary force. 

The hand that by the freebora heart ia raij'd, 

And guards the blended weal of Prince and People; 

She too null raife Britannia'* naval power 1 

Shall greatly raviib, from infulting Spain, 

The world -commanding fcepter of the deep,' 

Eltkuda.. 
O matchleJj queen ! O glory of her fex [ 
The great idea, father, fills my foul. 
And bid* it glow beyond a woman's pafiions. 

Spirit of William III. arifit. 

Hermit. 
, Once more, O Jlfrtd, raife thine eyes, and mark. 
Who next adorns the fcene, yon laurel'd fhadt. 
Ere yet the age that dos'd this female reign 
Hath led around its train of circling yean, 
Shall Britain on the verge of ruin .land. 
A monarch, loft to greatnefs, to renown, 
The flave of dreamlhgtnonks, fhall till her throne. 
' Weak and afpiring ; fond of lawlefs rule, 
The lawlefs rule Jjis mean ambition covets 
Unequal toasquire. Von prince thou iaw'it> 

M 2, T« 
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To glory tutpr'd by the hand ftvere 
Of fharp Avilverfiry, malt heaven upraifc" ' 

And injur'd nations with joint Call invoke, 
Their laft, their only refuge. Lo ! he comes.: 
Wide o'er the billows of the boundlef? deep 
His havy rides triamphant : and the fhores . 
Of fhouting Albion echo with his name. 
Immortal William:', from before his face, 
Flies Superllition, flies oppreflive Power, 
, With vile Servility that crouch'd and kifs'd 
The whip he trembled at. From this great hour 
Shall Britain date her rights and laws reftor'd : 
And one high purpofe rule her fovereign's heart ; ' 
To fcourge the pride of France, that foe profefc'd 
To EuglamdisA to Freedom. Vet I fee, ' 
From diftant climes in peaceful triumph boms. 
Another King arife ! His early youth. - 
With verdant laurel crown'd, for deeds of arms 
That Reafon's voice approves i for courage, rais'd 
Beyond all aid from paflion, greatly calm \ ' 
Intrepidly ferene ! — In days of peace, 
Around his throne the human virtues wait, 
And fair adorn him with their mildeft beams ; 
Good without (how, above anfntion great ; 
Wife, equal, merciful, the friend of man I 

O Alfred ! fliould thy fate, long ages hence. 
In meaning fcenes rccalTd, exalt the joy 
4 
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Of fome glad feilal day, before a print* 

Sprung from that king belov'd — Hear, gracious heaven ' 

Thy foft humanity,' thy patriot heart, 

Thy manly virtue, iteddy, great, refolv'd, 

Be hu fupremG ambition .' and with thefe, 

The happinefs, the glory, that await 

Thy better dayi, be ihower'd upon mi bead 1 

Alfred. 
O Hermit ! thou haft rais'd mc to new life ! 
New hopes, new triumphs fwell my bounding heart— • 

Hermit. 
It comes I it comes I — The pramit'd (bene iliiciofe I 
Already the grew work -of fine begin* [ 
The mighty wheels are turning, whence will fpread. 
Beyond the limit* of our narrow world. 
The fair dominions, Alfrtd, of thy foris. 
Behold the warrior bright with Da*ijb fpoils !— 
The ravin droops his wings— and hark ! die trumpet, 
Exulting, fpeaks the redv 
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SCENE IV. 

Sympbtnrj of martial mufic. 

Alfhib, EffuvDA, Hiiwr-r, E*rl ef Divoxi 
fsUruxi by f*liitrt. 

My friend return's! t 
O welcome, welcome ! but what happy tiding* 
. Smile in thy chearfol countenance **— 
Pi von. 

My Liege, 
Your troops have been fueeefeful. — But to hems 
Afceud the praifc ! For fore th' event exceeds 
The hand of man, 

Alt*ed, 
How was it, noble Dtw* r* 
Dsvon. 
You know my caftle is not hence ftr-diitant, 
Thuherlfped: and in a Damjb habit 
The trenches paffing, hyafecretW*y, 
Known to myfelf alone, emerg'd at once 
Amid my joyful foldiers. There I found 
A generous few, the retoran, hardy gleaning* 
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Of many a haplefs fight. They with a fierce 

H*roic fire infpirited each Other ; 

Refolv'd on death, difdaining to furvife 

Their dearer! country. — " If we fall, I cry'd, 

*• Let us not tamely fall like paffive cowards I 

•• No : let us live— or let at die, like men I 

*" Come on, my friends : to Alfred we will rut 

" Our glorious way { or, as w« will nobly perifb, 

*' Will offer to the genius of our country 

** Whole hecatombs of D_ann." —Ai if one foal 

Had mov'd them all, aroand ibeir heads they flafli'd 

Their ttaming faukhions— " Lead at to tide Dams I— ' 

" Our country I— vengeance I " was rite general cry. 

Strait on (tie earelefs droufy camp we rulh'd : 

And rapidj ai the flame detours the ftubbJe, 

Bore down the lieartlefs Damn. With this fucce£> 

Our enterprise rocreas'd. Not now contented 

To hew a paiTage thro' the flying herd ; • 

We, unremitting, urg'datoui mat. 

The valiant Utiiba bitei the bloody field, 

With twice fix hundred Dams around htm flrow'4. 

Alfred-. 
My gloriout friend t— this aftion has reiWd 
Our finking county.— What reward can eqnal 
A deed fo great-? — "Is not yon pictui'd Sto» 
Thar fasooa magic ftandardt— Emblem fit 
To (peak, the iavage genius of the people — 

M 4 That 
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That oft has fcatter'd on oar troops difinay, 
And feeble conftematkm ? 

Devon. 

' ris the fame. 
Wrought by the lifters of the Den !jk king. 
Of furious Ivor, in a midnight hour : 
While the fick moon , at their enchanted fong. 
Wrapt in pale tempeft, labour'd thro' the clouds. 
The Dtmonsoi deftruction then, they fay, 
Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 
Their halefid power: Thefiftera ever fang ( 
"■Shake, ilandard, ihak»,-this ruin on our foes F " 

HmiftT, 
So thefe infernal powers, with rays of truth 
Still deck their fables, to delude who truft them." 

Alf*b». 
But where,. my noble coufin, are the reft 
Of your brave troops f 

Devon. 
.Od t'other <ide the flrcam, 
That half inclofes this retreat, I left them. 
Rous'd from the fear, with which it was congeal'd 
As in a froft, the country pours amain. 
The fpirit of our anceftors is up, 
The fpirit of the Free! and with a voice ._ 
That breathes fuccefs, they all dema nd their king. 

Alfred.' 
Qjjick, let us join them, and improve their ardor. 
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The glances of occafioo* 



- ftcim Corik, Emua, JawAtf'/i Alfhid, 

CO-UK. 

Good my Liege, 
Pardon the poor unequal eriterttinnjent, 
Which we, unknowing— 

, . i '■ At.tt.tij>. . 

Rife, my honeft fhepherd, 
I came to thee a peafant, not a prince : 
Thy rorat entertainment was fincere. 
Plain, hofpitaHe, kind : fuch as, I hope. 
Will ever mark the manners of this nation. 
You friendly lodg'd -me, when by alldeferted* :- 
And (hall have affiple recompenfe. 
Coa in. 

One boon, 
IsaUIoave. 

AlF fciEU. 

(Seed Jhepheid, ipeak thywifli. . 
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CoKIN. 

PermiflioD, in your wan, to ferre your Grace z 

For thu here loft in folitary (bad«, 

A fimple fwain, I bear an Rnglijk heart : 

A heart that burns with rage to lee thofe Danis, 

Thofe foreign ruffian!, thofe inhuman pirates, 

Oft our inferior* prov'd, thus lord it o'er at. 

Al-PKID. 

Brave countryman, come on. "Tia fuch at thou. 
Who from affeftion fcrve, and tree-bom zeal, 
To guard whate'er b dear and Acred to them, 
That are a king'* beft honor and defence. 

J. M M *. fmgs th* fallowing $ ONG. 



If tit/*, -wit fag hJ&tfimPi £*w«v 

Vrtfi not tit ritb anitjaKly bid; 

fbi jw-iiwi bey mndkrtatbixgfirwir- 

J'fujttr ttuib btntatb tbmftrtad* 



If tbtfi, wihejii etfitpbtrfi hard, 
Sootbi not thnr tafit if <h>«Wm art ; 

The? tahnxbat maw's gift off**** 
And tmki it v>itb a cbiarful bttrt. 
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If tbeft.iuJ'edrmiHtbtjiupbtrJ'ilmel, 
Na high and Jpar.HJins •wiait tan boaft % 

With •wbalefmi tuft ibty cbtar tin foul. 
And trvwt, thtm with tit 'Vf/iag* toft. 



If titfi, ivitjtm inftitpbtrfifart, 

Gay-dancing o* tit daix/d ground, (. 

ILt-vt mt ihtfpltndar of a court ; 

T't lev* adernl tit merry- round. 

Alfred, 
My lov'd Ellrnda / than flislt here remain, 
With' gentle Emma, and this reverend hermit. 
Ye ulver ftrea ins, that murmuring wind around 
This djjfcy fpot, to yoa I truft my all t 
Ocloiearoundjier,. woods I for her, ye valet, _ , 
Throw forth your flowers, your fofteft lap dulute ( 

And Ihou! whofe fecret and expan five hand . "■'. 
Moves all the fprings ofthia vaft univerfe : , 

Whote government aftoniihes; who here, 
la a lew hours, beyond our utmoft hope, 
Itwond our thought, yet doubting, haft clear 'd op * 
The ftonn of &te : preferve what thy kind will. 

Thy 
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Thy bountiful appointment, makes fo dear 

To human hearts ! prefcrve my queen and children I 

Preferve the hopes of England! while I go 

To finifli thy great work, and fare my country. . 

Go, pay the debt rfi homer to the 1 public.' • ■ 

If ever warn* ^^J^iav'diter rsJiband 
More fondly than herfelf, I claim that virtue. 
That heart-felt happir.efs. Yet, by our loves 
I fwcar, that in a glorious .death, with thee 
I rather would be wrapt, than livelong yean 
To charm thee frobt (he rugged paths of "honor : 
So much I think thee 'horn for "beauteous deeds. 

And the bright coitffc' oF^glo'iVi 

Alfred. 

Maichlefs wonumJ 
Love, at thy voice, js kindled to ambition. 
Be this ray deareft triumph, to approve ne 
A hufhand "worthy of the belt Ehrttda!' 

■ HmiiT. 
Behold, my lord,, our venerable Bard; 
Aged and blind, him whom the Mufes favour. 
Yetereyoogo, in our lov'd country's praife, 
That noblcft theme, hear what his rapture breathes. 
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#2«Uritaiojfr;?, « havtiJs, command," 

Araftfratn tut tbi axurc main '% 
This to« *£» cfcw/ff y /£/ /W, 

And guardian _AngtIs fft^^i firatn.;-^ 
A*i, Britawii^, ruletba •worvti.t 
" Britons ii«tfrw'//^« r «." 



?£* nntium, tut fa blejt as thit, 

Mvfi, in thiir turns, la tyrants fall: 

Whilt tbaufi>ak,fiow'iff)^neatand.frt» y , 
Ibt drud and etwj ef tbtmiglL 
« Rule, ftc. . 

'"'," .!'." 3." u . i ' '.: , : " 

StM'mrt mytfiic/bah tin rJJi, 

Mare drtadfii, /ram tatbfanign firth : 
Astbtlaudblaft that lt»i ~tbi Jkin, 

Serves hut t» rttt thj naibut oak. 
J RuU, &c. 
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fbt* haughty tyrant* -at' er-firall tame: 
All their attempt i to hind thee down, 

Witt hat arreufe thy gentreui flame ; 
But •aiart their «W, and thy rnmim. 
*** Rule, &c 



S- 

To tilt hthngi tie rural reign j 

Thy cltiei /ball ivitb csmmtrcejbine i 

All tbiaijbatt ht tbtfiAjiB mum. 
And every Jinn it circlet thine. 
Rule, &c. _ ■" 

- : 6. "-• ' 

The muftt, ftiU with freedom faund. 

Shall to thy happy teaft repair ; *■ 

Blifi 'Jle ! iuHh matchle/i beauty trewrV, 

And manly hearts ta guard the fair. 

" Rule, Britannia, rule ibe ivavti:. 

" Britons never will be Jlavet. 

• Hermit.' 

Alfred, go forth! lead on the radiant years, 
To thee reveal'd in vifion.— Lo I they rife f 
Lo ! patriots, heroes, fages, croud to birth : 
And bards to ling them in immortal verfe '■ 
I fee thy commerce, Britain, grafp the world : 
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All nations Serve thee ; every foreign flood, 
Subjected pays its tribute to die Ibames. 
Thither the golden South obedient poors ' 
His Tunny trcafurcs : thither the fort Eiifc 
Her fpices, delicacies, gentle gifts ; 
And thither his rough trade the ftormy North. 
See, where beyond thevaft Atlantic furge, 
By boldelt keels untouch'd, a dreadful fpace T 
Shores, yet unfotmd, arife J in youthful prime. 
With towering forefts, mighty riven crown'd I 
Thefe ftoop to Britain** thunder. This new world. 
Shook to its centre, trembles at her name : 
And there her ions, with aim exalted, fow 
The feeds of rifing empire, arts, and arms. 

Britons, proceed, thetubjeA Deep command, 

Awe with your navies every hoftile land. 

Vain are their threats, their armies all arc vain : 

They rule the balanc'd world, who rule the main. 



tbt End of the Third Volume. 
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